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TWO GREAT MAGAZINES FOR THE PRICE 0 F ONE. 


YOU CANT PRINT THAT ABOUT HOLLYWOOD! By Dorothy Kilgallen 


@ Put comfort on your shopping list. Write down the name 


*“Modess.”” 


@ You'll soon appreciate the difference Modess Sanitary Nap- 
kins can make in your comfort. For inside the snowy white 
surgical gauze covering of Modess is a filler so airy-light, and 
downy-soft that we’ve named it “‘fluff.” Fluff is very different 
from the filler found in most other napkins. 


@ And because fluff is so soft and gentle, there’s nothing quite 


like Modess for comfort. You’ll find Modess is wonderfully safe, 
too! Read why in the pamphlet inside every Modess package. 
You can buy Modess at your favorite store. It costs only 20¢ 
for a box of twelve napkins. 
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HEARTS WILL SKIP.. if your Smile is Right! 


Smiles gain sparkle when gums 
are healthy. Help keep yourgums 
firmer with Ipana and Massage. 


OMPLIMENTS and popularity—a sol- 

itaire for your finger—phone calls, 
dances and dates. Even without great 
beauty they're yours to win and possess. 
Just bring your smile to its sparkling best 
and eyes and hearts will open to you! 


Beauty, you know, is only smile deep. 
A sparkling smile lights the plainest 
face—lends it priceless charm. Without 
one, the loveliest face is shadowed! Help 


your smile. Never forget—a smile, to be 
sparkling and attractive, depends largely 
on firm, healthy gums. 

If you see “pink” on your tooth brush 
—make a date to see your dentist imme- 
diately. You may not be in for serious 
trouble—but Jet your dentist make the 
decision. 

Very likely he'll tell you your gums 
ate weak and tender because today’s 
soft, creamy foods have robbed them of 
work and exercise. And, like thousands 
of modern dentists today, he may very 
likely suggest “the healthful stimulation 


of Ipana Tooth Paste and massage.” 
Use Ipana and Massage 
Ipana not only cleans teeth thoroughly 
but, with massage, it is especially de- 
signed to aid the gums to healthy firm- 
ness. Each time you brush your teeth 
massage a little extra Ipana onto your 
gums. That invigorating “tang”—exclu- 
sive with Ipana and massage—means Cir- 
culation is quickening in the gum tissues 
—helping gums to healthier firmness. 
Get an economical tube of Ipana 
Tooth Paste today. Help keep your smile 


charming, attractive, winning. 
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““A LOVELY SMILE IS MOST IMPORTANT TO BEAUTY!’’ 
Beauty Experts of 23 out of 24 leading magazines agree 


Yes, of the nation’s foremost beauty editors, representing 
24 leading magazines, 23 agreed that a sparkling smile is 
a woman's Most precious asset. 

“Even a plain girl,” they said, “takes on charm and 
glamour if her smile is bright and lovely. No woman can 
be really beautiful if her smile is dull and lifeless.” 


Start Today with 
PANNA 


TOOTH PASTE 
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Published in 
this space 
every month 


The greatest 
star of the 
screen! 





Boy, we're tired of the old high-pressure 
salesmanship. None of this hurry hurry 
hurry stuff for us. 

x *§ * * 
We’re relaxing during the dog days. 
Swinging i in our old hammock and tak- 
ing an occasional mint julep. 


Yes, we’re willing to talk but campaign- 
ing is out. Our voice is soft, cooing, 


mellow. 
i. * * 


Especially since we’re just going to drop 
a hint about two great films that are 
getting their final editing at those 
streamlined M-G-M studios. 

* * * * 
“Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde” and “Lady 
Be Good.” One is an unusually gripping 
drama, the other an unusually rippling 
musical. Opposite, but twin, poles. 

* * * * 
Victor (GWTW) Fleming produced 
“Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde,” the 
famed Stevenson 
yarn. Of course, 
he had no talent 
to work with— 
only Spencer 
Tracy, Ingrid 
Bergman and 
3 Lana Turner. 

Director Fleming 

* 7 x * 
It is something to write home about, 
this Spencer Tracy interpretation. Or 
if you are at home, it’s something to 
write away about. Mark our words. 

* * * * 
And “Lady Be Good.”’ Nobody in that 
one either. Only Eleanor Powell, Ann 
Sothern, Robert Young, Lionel Barry- 
more, John Carroll, Red Skelton, and 
Virginia O’Brien. 


Norman (Comedy) McLeod hasdirected. 
* - * * 


We told you to mark our words about 
“Dr. Jekyll.’””’ Mark ’em as well about 
“Lady Be Good.” 


* * * * 
We won’t have to eat them. 
* * * * 
Even though we like alphabet soup. 


—Les 


Advertisement for Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer Pictures 
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HIGHLIGHTS OF THIS ISSUE 


"My Bride, Alice Faye—".... _... Sara Hamilton 
The first published statements to be mode bby Phil Harris about his new wife 
You Can't Print That about Hollywood! . . Dorothy Kilgallen 


ee Broadway columnist gives a daring inside report on some censorable 

acts 

How Don Ameche Lives. . Irene Zarat 
Another in our talked- chew’ : series, 

What Is Their Romantic Future? Ida Zeitlin 
Astrologer Blanca Holmes reveals the marriage prospects of stor ‘couples 

“I'm Going to Be Somebody’ Ruth Waterbury 
The inspiring life story of Mattie Scott 

Flight into Nowhere Edward Doherty 
Any woman, faced with this situation, would have acted just as Gay did 

Meet Our Children. 
Illustrated invitation, personel a" you, ‘from the star parents of Hollywood 

| Almost Gave Up . Veronica Lake 
Rarely has an oi talked so openly « as 5 does Paramount's new ‘Ger find 

To Make You Happier Adele Whitely Fletcher 
How to be a good hostess and how to be a good guest 

Sun Valley Serenade Fiction version by Norton Russell 

. . charm- -packed romance, destined to be a hit film, previewed for you here 

gS oa John R. Franchey 
That's what Geraldine Fitzgerald is s called in n Hollywood—for delightful reasons 

Photoplay-Movie Mirror Dancing School... Conducted by Howard Sharpe 
Stop, look and read this before you start to fon trot 

The Truth about the Draft in Hollywood 

How to Stay Married to a Movie Star 
—or to anybody, for that matter! 


GLAMOUR 


Full-color Portraits of These Popular Stars: 
Claudette Colbert 


_ “Hollywood at Home” 


“Fearless” 
Marian Rhea 


A linger-longer page, the like of which you'll never see again 
Portraits: 

Joan Crawford 

Errol Flynn 


Caricature—James Cagney, Olivia de Havilland, Bette Davis 
Specially drawn for Photoplay-Movie Mirror by Armando 


FASHIONS, BEAUTY NOTES AND DEPARTMENTS 


The Shadow Stage... 

Inside Stuff—Cal York 

Close Ups and Long Shots— 
Ruth Waterbury 

Speak for Yourself 

Brief Reviews... 

Man-Maid Fashions— 
Marian H. Quinn 


COVER: Judy Garland, Natural Color Photograph by Willinger 


Davis Date Lines 

Star Finds in the Stores........ 
Movie Mirror Jr 

What's Cookin?... 


She Had to Take No—— 
A Beauty Drama. . 


Casts of Current Pictures 





PHOTOPLAY combined with MOVIE MIRROR is published monthly by MACFADDEN PUBLICATIONS, anne. Wash- 
ington and South Avenues, Dunellen, New Jersey. Editorial office, Chanin Building, 122 East 42nd St. New York, 
_ ue Executive office, 205 E. 42nd St., New York, N. Y. O. jer, President: 
Charles H. Shattuck, Treasurer; Walter Hanlon, Advertising Director. 4 
s- 42nd St., New York, Y. Chicago office, 221 North LaSalle St., C. H. Shattuck, Manag fic Coast offices: 
San Francisco, 420 Market St.; Hollywood, 7751 Sunset Bivd., Lee Andrews, Advertising anager of Pacific Coast 
office. Entered as second- class matter September 21, 1931, at the post office in Dunellen, New Jersey, under the 
act of March 3, 1879. Additional entry at Chicago, Ill. Price in the United States and Possessions, Newfoundland 
and Canada $1.00 a year; price per copy, United States and Canada, 10c. In Cuba, Mexico, Haiti, Dominican Republic, 
Spain and Possessions, and Central and South American countries, excepting British Honduras, British, Dutch and 
French Guiana, $1.50 a year; ail otner countries $2.50 a year. While anuscripts, Photographs and Drawings are 
submitted at the owner's risk, eve effort will be made to return those found unavailable if accompanied b 
sufficient first-class postage and explicit name and address. But we will not be responsible for any loss of B. 4 
matter contributed. Contributors are especially advised to be sure to retain copies of their contributions; otherwise 
they are taking an unnecessary risk. 
Member of Macfadden Women’s Group. 
Copyright 1941, by Macfadden Publications, I 
The contents of this magazine may not be reprinted either wholl or in part without permission. 
Nacional de la Propiedad Intclectual. Title trademark registered in U. S. Patent Office 


Printed in U. S. A. 


Registro 


PHOTOPLAY combined with MOVIE MIRROR 





THE STAR™ BRIGHT 
SONG- STUDDED H 


But they always come back for more) 


4 wv OSCAR LEVANT 
* CONNIE BOSWELL 


* w ROCHESTER 


—And wait till you 
ear Connie and 
those 20 Singing F 
neettetaries Sing . 
een Shoes” "Ah sure wishes ™ 
Mistah Benny 


could see me now” 


“SAND IN MY SHOES” 
“ULL NEVER LET A DAY PASS BY” 
“FIND YOURSELF A MELODY” 
“KISS THE BOYS GOODBYE“ 
“THAT'S HOW I GOT MY START” 


/ — 
Raymond Walburn - Virginia Dale - Barbara Allen - Elizabeth Patterson 
AM Cowan * Directed by VICTOR SCHERTZINGER + Screen Play by Harry Tugend and Dwight Taylor - Based on a-Play by Clare Boothe 


ASK YOUR THEATRE MANAGER WHEN THIS BIG PARAMOUNT HIT IS COMING 
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REVIEWING MOVIES OF THE MONTH 


A reliable guide to recent pictures. One check means good; two checks, outstanding 


” % 


¥ Shining Victory (Warners) 


It's About: The love story of a fa- 
mous psychiatrist. 


ATHER heavy in pace, a bit slow 
in its unfolding while skirting 
dangerously over the foreboding topic 
of insanity, this nevertheless emerges 
a fine, intellectually told movie. 
Whether it will appeal to audiences 
favoring whoop-de-la is problemati- 
cal, but for those who relish well- 
done, deeply thought out stories, this 
is a treat. 

James Stephenson as the surly doc- 
tor advances his cause in the direc- 
tion of stardom one long step further. 
Mr. Stephenson is not only a splendid 
actor but a possessor of great charm. 
We predict an avalanche of approval 
will roll over his head after this pic- 
ture’s release. 

Geraldine Fitzgerald is so very 
good as his assistant. Barbara O’Neil, 
Donald Crisp, George P. Huntley, Jr., 
all fellow doctors in the Scotland 
asylum, are splendid. 

We cannot recommend this excel- 
lent movie too heartily, providing you 
like different and quiet pictures. 


Your Reviewer Says: A capable pic- 
ture capably acted. 


A fine, intellectually told movie: Geraldine Fitz- 
gerald and James Stephenson in "Shining Victory" 








The Best Pictures of the Month 


Blood and Sand = Shining Victory 


Sunny Billy The Kid 


Caught in The Draft 


Best Performances 


Tyrone Power in "Blood and Sand" 
Rita Hayworth in “Blood and Sand" 
Linda Darnell in "Blood and Sand" 


Anna Neagle in "Sunny" 
Ray Bolger in "Sunny" 


James Stephenson in "Shining Vic- 
tory" 


Geraldine Fitzgerald in "Shining 
Victory" 


Bob Hope in “Caught in the Draft" 
Robert Taylor in "Billy The Kid" 


Abbott and Costello in 
Navy" 


"In the 











Number one funny man in a number one picture: Bob 
Hope and Dorothy Lamour in “Caught in the Draft" 


“ Caught in the Draft 
(Paramount) 


It's About: 
in the Army. 


A movie actor who lands 


OB HOPE is the Hope of the mo- 

tion-picture industry, no matter 
how bad the pun. He’s the number 
one funny guy on the screen today 
and people somehow just laugh to be 
in tune with the infectious good hu- 
mor of the lad who so obviously en- 
joys his role of clown. 

The very idea of Bob, a spoiled 
movie actor who is afraid of loud 
noises, getting himself hornswoggled 
into the Army, is funny to begin with. 
By the time Bob gets through with 
the infantry, the tank corps, the para- 
chute division and the potato peeling 
brigade, the fun has grown into a 
mess of plain old hysteria. 

It could have been funnier but it 
needn’t be to pack in the customers. 
Hope is just that good. Dorothy La- 
mour, the Colonel’s daughter, is Bob’s 
girl friend; Eddie Bracken and Lynne 
Overman, his pals. It’s a picture that 
you won’t want to miss. 


Your Reviewer Says: A riot hits the 
Army. 
(Continued on page 101) 





FOR COMPLETE CASTS OF CURRENT PICTURES SEE PAGE 106 
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WE GUARANTEE 
“~~ j.\Y‘YOU’VE NEVER SEEN 
«| \7 A LOVE STORY LIKEIT! 


~ : * Ss ¥ ee 4; ) \ a 


Directed by GARSON KANIN 
Produced by ROBERT SISK 


Story and Screen Play by Paul Jarrico 





® $s 
RK O # < 
with RADIO : oy 


Geo. Murphy 


Alan Marshal e 
Burgess Meredith 4 
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BY CAL YORK 


EWS From the 
Judy Garland 
announce her engagement to Dave 


Heart Front: 
is expected to 


Rose any minute. While all Holly- 
wood concedes Dave is a fine fellow, 
they definitely feel the difference in 
ages is a difficult handicap to over- 
come. Dave, the divorced husband of 
Martha Raye, is quite a bit older than 
Judy, who has just turned eighteen. 
Sentimental and romantically minded 
Judy has worked long and hard to 
reach stardom. Her studio feels mar- 
riage right now to an older man would 
jeopardize her career. . . 

Since the marriage of Alice Faye 
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All you'll know after reading 
this is the ''Keep-It-Quiet' news 
that you don't find in the papers 


















They're saying .. . that 
this is the guy who has 
Mickey Rooney tearing 
his hair. An_ intrepid 
soul, Bob Jolley takes 
out Linda Darnell, the 
Rooney's best girl, has 
a wonderful time at 
the Cocoanut Grove 


They're saying ... that these two bluebloods 
are taking a romantic detour on the Holly- 
wood road. 


They're Cobina Wright Jr., 


N. Y. deb; Bob Stack, Los Angeles socialite 


and Phil Harris in Ensenada, Mexico, 
rumors are growing stronger and 
stronger that Lana Turner will an- 
nounce her engagement to Alice’s 
ex-husband, Tony Martin. 

“No more elopements,”’ Lana has 
promised, so we'll see. Lana’s divorce 
from Artie Shaw will become final in 
September... . 

The newlyweds, Deanna Durbin 
and Vaughn Paul, are living in a 
Beverly Hills apartment until their 
new home in Brentwood is completed. 
They couldn’t be happier. . . 

“No marriage,” Priscilla Lane told 
us when we met her at the Warner 





lot recently. The romance stories be- 
tween Priscilla and John Barry, 
young Victorville newspaper man, 
have been growing warmer in Holly- 
wood these days. “Besides, John is 
leaving for an Army camp soon,” 
Priscilla said, “so this is no time to 
talk marriage.” 

But mark you, Cal has long since 
given up any Nostradamus claims. 
We’re no prophets where the heart is 
concerned. 

We only report the news as we get 
it. A lady can change her mind, you 
know. And some of them have, much 
to old Cal’s embarrassment. 
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They're saying . . . that the girl Cesar Romero likes 


to sit next to nowadays at the movies is Carole 
Landis, the pretty who used to date Franchot Tone 


A Mystery—Solved: “What hap- 
pened to Shirley Temple at M-G-M?” 
has been the question of the month 
in Hollywood. Such great plans had 
been made at the studio for the little 
star when the contract was recently 
signed. But before we knew it, Shir- 
ley, with no picture to her credit, was 
no longer at the studio. What had 
happened to all those plans for a big 
musical with Judy Garland and 
Mickey Rooney, the town wondered. 
Vague talk of a picture called “Kath- 
leen” was hinted at and there the 
mystery stood. 

Well, the answer is simple. When 
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it came time for the tests, it was dis- 
covered Shirley had actually grown 
taller than the star, Mickey Rooney, 
and wham, the picture was dropped 
like a hot potato. 

Shirley has now been signed by 
producer Edward Small, for (now 
hold on, everybody) a picture called, 
“Little Annie Rooney.” Shirley can’t 
get away from the little Rooneys, it 
seems. 


Events of the Month: Testimonials, 
slapstick frolics, previews and parties 
filled the month with exciting inter- 
ludes. 





They're saying . . . that 
Ginger Rogers is a pre- 
ferred name in French 
Jean Gabin's new Eng- 
lish vocabulary. The 
way they look at the 
Rhum Boogie Club is 
the way they look any 
night at every night 
spot in Hollywood 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY HYMAN FINK 






The most fun since the Keystone 
Cops tore down Hollywood Boulevard 
was had at Milton Berle’s old-fash- 
ioned swimming party held at the 
Beverly Hills Hotel. 

Clad in Gay Nineties bathing suits, 
the guests cavorted about as Grandma 
never did—we hope. 

Judy Garland, who received a 
lovely gooey pie in her lovely young 
face, was the hit of the party. As long 
as boy friend David Rose threw the 
pies, it was okay with Judy. 

Errol Flynn, Cesar Romero and that 
cute couple, Jackie Cooper and Bonita 
Granville, were all over the place, 
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Two "dress-alikes" who showed off se- 
quins at Hollywood Guild's Red, White 


and Blue Ball at the Ambassador: 
Norma Shearer and Sylvia Fairbanks 


with Joan Davis and Billy Gilbert 
furnishing the comedy relief—the re- 
lief from Berle’s comedy, as Joan 
put it. 

And hey there, Mickey Rooney! 
Bob Stack was most attentive to your 
girl friend, Linda Darnell. You should 
have been there, Mickey... . 

Ten years in radio was the reason 
for Hollywood’s biggest turnout to 
honor Jack Benny, the ace of the air 
funsters. 

George Burns and Gracie Allen 
rivaled Bergen and McCarthy for 
sheer wit and everyone voted Rudy 
Vallee the best master of ceremonies 
to date. Even Bop Hope whispered to 
us, “Hey, that guy’s getting good.” 

Praise from Caesar, yet. 

Greer Garson, her red hair dressed 
in a long bob, Judy Garland with her 
tresses tied with a ribbon, the Gary 
Coopers and Tyrone Powers, Claud- 
ette Colbert and just about every star 
in the business were there to pay 
tribute to Jack and Mary. Even 
Jimmy Walker, former New York 
mayor, was on hand for the occasion. 
And, oh yes, Rochester had a better 
time than anyone there. For once he 
didn’t have to -worry about Car- 
michael, Jack’s polar bear. 


The Long and "The Shorts" of It: 
Hollywood dotes on feuds. If there 
isn’t a feud around handy, you can 
bet they'll whip one up, just for the 
fun of it. At the moment the question 
of who first thought up shorts for 
evening wear—Joan Crawford or 
Paulette Goddard—has become an 
issue of vital importance between 
two factions in movie town. 
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cal ings) wide, Stuhr 





Two who came to listen to Bing Crosby 
and a host of other celebrities go 
corny for charity were Mr. and Mrs. 
Jon Hall. She is Frances Langford 





One who came to be a streamlined 
part of the oldtime burlesque line- 
up was Marie Wilson, who had the 
first ten rows cheering lustily 


Two who came to buy peanuts from 
Henry Fonda, George Burns, Jack 
Benny and the other million-dollar 
butchers were Mr. and Mrs. John Payne 





Joan’s loyal adherents claim she 
originated the idea over a year ago 
and Paulette’s clique claim the out- 
landish idea is her very own. To cinch 
matters, Paulette appeared at a formal 
party recently in sequin shorts, if you 
can bear up under it. (See page 108.) 

Joan in New York is silent on the 
subject of Paulette’s appearance. All 
we can say is, formal shorts, in our 
opinion, is the silliest idea yet and in 
the wrong hands, or should we say, 
on the wrong legs, would add nothing 
to our national defense. Or would it? 


Who Is Fond of Whom at the 
Moment: Norma Shearer has a new 
beau in Baron Hubert Von Panz. 
Only Norma could make the graceful 
leap from George Raft to a Baron and 
make it seem logically simple... . 

Joyce Hunter becomes the bride of 
Mischa Auer when he is legally 
free. ... 

Odd situation, that of the Auers’, 
ladies, and one to ponder over. The 
minute Mrs. Auer grew svelte and 
smart, Mischa roamed from home. To 
further complicate the problem, Miss 
Hunter is smart and svelte, too. 

Cal gives up.... 

Folk out here claim Cesar Romero’s 
attention to Carole Landis is only a 
cover-up for his real heart interest, 
socialite Priscilla Stillman. Despite 
the fact, Cesar and Mrs. Stillman, re- 
cently divorced in Reno, are seen 
dancing together at all the spots. 

(Continued on page 10) 
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F SOMEONE told you that you 

were guilty of halitosis (bad 
breath), you’d probably feel humili- 
ated beyond words. 


Unfortunately, friends do not tell 
you... the subject.is too delicate. So 
you go blindly on, perhaps offending 
needlessly. Remember, halitosis is one 
of the commonest and most offensive 
conditions which anyone may have. 
Every woman should realize this 
threat and do something about it. 
Clever ones do so and their reward 
is an easier path to popularity. Wall- 
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flowers who overlook it can’t com- 
plain if wallflowers they remain. 


Take This Precaution 


Instead of taking your breath for 
granted, remember that it may be “off 
color” and use Listerine Antiseptic 
every day asamouthrinse. Itissuchan 
easy, delightful, and effective precau- 
tion ...one which helps you to appear 
at your best socially or in business. 

Some cases of halitosis are due to 
systemic conditions, but most cases, 
say some authorities, are due to fer- 


mentation of tiny food particles on 
teeth, mouth, and gums. Listerine 
Antiseptic quickly halts such fermen- 
tation and then overcomes the odors 
it causes. Your breath quickly be- 
comes sweeter, purer, less likely to 


offend. 
A Hint to Men 


Men can be bad offenders in this 
matter, so if you adroitly suggest the 
use of Listerine Antiseptic to them, 
you'll be doing them a real favor. 


Lambert PHarmacat Co., St. Louis, Mo. 


Let LISTERINE look after your breath 











Straight-Shootin’ Talk 
about a 


BIG PICTURE 


“NEVADA CITY”... in the days 
WHEN that was where the law 
STOPPED and adventure began... 
THAT'S where ROY ROGERS 
TAKES you for his newest round-up 






































ROMANCE and 
ACTION! ride 
WITH Roy! This 
DESERVEDLY 
POPULAR Western 1 
STAR will take you 
ON a gallop that 
WILL make your 
BLOOD race 
THROUGH your. 
VEINS with Mies 
EXCITEMENT! 
HE’LL show you 
RECKLESS jousts 
WITH danger.. 
AND then calm 
YOUR nerves as 
HE sings your 
FAVORITE songs, 
BOTH old and new, 
IN the fashion that 
MADE him famous...He’'ll bring you 
ROMANCE, too... for the heroine 
OF this tale is none other than 
LOVELY SALLY PAYNE—the 
DREAM-come-true of many a 
HARD-RIDIN’ 
RANCH-HAND ! 
AND, of course, 
THERE’S plenty of 
LAUGHTER — 
BECAUSE GEORGE / , 
“GABBY” HAYES / /¢ 
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YOU chuckle even while you hold 


OF the action-filled moments that 
AWAIT you at every turn with ROY 
ROGERS in “‘NEVADA CITY”... It’s 


A REPUBLIC PICTURE 
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ee | pretty please. ... 

















YOUR breath in tense expectation | 










(Continued from page 8) 





Cesar loudly (methinks the lad pro- 
tests too much) proclaims the fact he 
'is Mr. Stillman’s friend, too, and there 
is no romance between him and Pris- 
cilla. Besides, Cesar claims, all these 
rumors may lead to Mr. Stillman’s 
doubting Cesar’s true friendship. 
Why do things out here have to get 
/so complicated? Tell us WHY, oh, 





| Wayne Morris announces pretty Pat 
|Stewart will become Mrs. Morris, 
| Number Two. Number One _ was 
| pretty Bubbles Schinasi. 

How's Your Emotional Reaction, 
'Lady? Do you know they are actually 
| measuring the emotional kick in kisses 
‘in Hollywood? Yes, sir, Professor 
| Joseph Cattron has invented a ma- 
chine for measuring the—er—emo~ 
tional reactions of a kiss, and they’ve 
tried it out on no less a person than 
Marlene Dietrich and young Bob 
Moore, a San Francisco State College 
|lad. Zowie! 
| When the machine failed to register 
‘any emotion whatsoever for young 
|Bob when kissed by the pretty co-eds 
|of his school, the professor grew wor- 
|ried and brought both Bob and the 
‘machine to Hollywood to try it out 
| with Dietrich. 
| The darn machine almost blew a 
fuse, Bob’s reactions were so terrific. 

Now, Dietrich says she’s taken the 
|machine home to try it out on—poor 
| lamb—Jean Gabin. 
| Ooo-la-la-la. 
| 





| Autographers Everywhere: Dorothy 
|Lamour told us about an incident that 
‘happened recently while the star was 
| vacationing at Arrowhead Springs. 
Early Sunday morning, Dorothy drove 
down to San Bernardino to church. A 
little girl in the seat ahead kept whis- 


cA ngs) noide Stuhf 


Table talk with a 
Spanish accent and 
important govern- 
ment undertones: 
Norma Shearer and 
Vice Admiral Jose 
Machado de Cas- 


tro e Silva of Brazil 


. . and Loretta 
Young with Vice 
Admiral Jose Gui- 
sasola of Argentina 
at the M-G-M lunch- 
eon for Latin-Ameri- 
can naval chiefs 
















pering to Dorothy for her autograph. 

“Sh-h-h,” Dorothy said, “I have no 
pencil.” 

Undaunted, the little girl leaned 
over and asked a well-dressed woman 
in the pew ahead for a pencil. 

After church, Dorothy admonished 
the child, saying, “Aren’t you ashamed 
asking Irene Dunne for a pencil in 
church?” 

The child’s mouth flew open. “Irene 
Dunne?” she gasped. “Say, if I’d 
known that was Irene Dunne I’d have 
borrowed a pencil from you to get 
her autograph.” 


Corporal James Stewart Reporting: 
All the trials and tribulations aren’t 
confined to Army camps, Corporal 
James Stewart discovered recently on 
a week-end furlough home. 

First, Jimmy had to spend most of 
his Saturday off at a luncheon where 
he delivered a speech on the spiritual 
and physical needs of the boys in 
camp. Sandwiched between generals, 
sailors and lieutenants (See picture 
on page 64) Jimmy stood up in the 
Biltmore Bowl where only a few 
weeks before he’d delivered a differ- 
ent sort of speech. On that occasion 
he’d accepted an Academy Award 
Oscar. 

After the meeting Jimmy eventually 
made for his home in Brentwood, now 
occupied by his good friend, Burgess 
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Meredith. At the house, three dogs 
raced at him from several directions, 
barking, baring their teeth and block- 
ing his path. Up on the roof sat a 
huge stuffed ape and over the door 
hung a_ sign, “Anti-War Head- 
quarters.” 

Once inside, Jimmy discovered 
Meredith’s tricks had backfired just a 
little, for the extra players hired by 
Burgess to litter the house had had 
such a long wait (Jimmy was de- 
tained) they and Meredith had im- 
bibed freely and were feeling so-o-o 
good, no one wanted to leave. 

That night he went out celebrating 
—no, not with Olivia de Havilland— 
but with one of his oldest friends 
—Henry Fonda. 


Tidbits: The horn on Ginger Rogers’ 
new car plays “The Old Oaken 
Bucket,” if you can bear it.... 

Men are rapidly becoming the best- 
dressed women in Hollywood. Jack 
Benny goes Gay Nineties in his female 
attire for “Charley’s Aunt,” Bill 
Powell goes ultramatronly in his femi- 
nine get-up for “Love Crazy,” Bob 
Hope is too vampishly fetching in his 
marabou-trimmed negligee for “Noth- 
ing But The Truth” and Richard 
Carlson is a dream in his flannel 
nightgown for “The Little Foxes.” 


Cal Reflects: Beautifully arched 
eyebrows were lifted skyward over 
the recent court dispute between Mrs. 
Douglas Fairbanks Sr. and Douglas 
Jr. concerning the amount of money 
due the widow each month from 
Douglas Sr.’s estate. ... 








Cinema town is becoming more and | 
more curious over the “disappear- 
ance,” as they term it, of Hedy La- | 
marr. On suspension from her studio 


The pleasure was all his: Captain 
Julio Diez Arguelles y Fernandez 
Castro of Cuba, gets assigned 
table duty next to Marlene Die- 
trich at the M-G-M luncheon to 
the visiting chiefs of the Naval 
General Staffs of Latin America 
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Guard your Charm all Day 


with quick, convenient Mum 
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WHAT IS MUM? Mum is a creamy deodorant 
that prevents underarm odor without stopping 
perspiration. So soothing you can use it im- 
mediately after underarm shaving. 





HELPS BATH FRESHNESS LAST. Even the most 
glorious bath can’t prevent risk of offending. 
A quick dab of Mum under each arm pro- 
tects charm all day or all evening long. 
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IN A HURRY ? Mum’s speed is a marvelous 
help. Use it even after dressing. Mum in your 
purse or desk means quick protection for 
impromptu invitations—surprise dates. 


MUM HELPS SOCIALLY. What use is your most 
glamorous make-up, your loveliest frock, if 
underarm odor is a constant threat? Play 
safe! Guard charm every day—with Mum. 


Prevent underarm odor— make a daily habit of Mum! 


OUR CLOTHES, your hats and your 
ee How careful you are to 
choose the alluring line, the smartest 
style, the most flattering shades to en- 
hance your attractiveness. But are you as 
careful about choosing your deodorant— 
the safeguard of your daintiness and 
popularity? 

Why take chances with your job—risk 
popularity—when Mum is so quick, so 
safe, so sure. One quick dab of creamy 
Mum under each arm after your bath— 
even after you’re dressed—and your charm 
is protected all day or all evening. 

Ask for Mum at your druggist’s today. 
See if Mum’s convenience, Mum’s speed, 
Mum’s effectiveness don’t give you greater 
protection, a greater confidence. 


SO HANDY! Only 30 seconds are needed 
to smooth on Mum, yet it guards bath- 
freshness all day or all evening. 
DEPENDABLE! Mum is sure—prevents risk 
of offending—does not stop perspiration. 
safe! Harmless to skin. Use it right after 
underarm shaving—after you’re dressed. 
It won’t injure fabrics, says the Ameri- 
can Institute of Laundering. 

FOR SANITARY NAPKINS—Thousands of 


women use Mum for this important purpose. 
Try safe, dependable Mum this way, too! 


TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF PERSPIRATION 
1l 
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YOURSELF 


a pair of 
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STOCKINGS” : 
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with MINER’S LIQUID r\ 
MAKE-UP. Gives 
stockingless legs eye- ) 
catching glamour and 
the same velvety attractiveness 
it does to face, neck and arms. 






























Covers blemishes! Saves you 
“hosiery headaches”, too! Noruns 
..no twisted seams... when you 
“pour yourself a pair of stock- 
ings”. Stays on for hours and 
hours! Will not rub off or streak! 
Waterproof! 


Try ‘‘Hawaiian"’, the new Summer ‘one 
...or one of the other 4 flattering shades. 


MINERS 
iguid 
MAKE-UP 


10c, 25c and SOc at 


all Cosmetic Counters 


FREE Generous Sample 
Send Coupon and 3c Stamp 
MINER'S, 12 E. 12th St., Dept. £38,New York, N. Y. 
I enclose 3c stamp to cover mailing cost. Send 


me generous sample of Miner's Liquid Make-Up 
FREE! 











Name ses — 


Address - 
Hawaiian’) Suntan) Brunette Rachelle 


Peach 0 
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Baby,” 


of the Warners’ title, taken from the 


“I never thought I'd live to see ‘the day” shalases Priscilla Lane turns 
chorus girl in an Earl Carroll show. 


ae 







Star of Warners’ "Million Dollar 


Priscilla had a conference with the show girls over the matter 


"Million Dollar Babies" club 


organized by Earl Carroll girls; was assured that all rights would be 
given graciously providing Pat became a show girl for a night and 
eee the club. This is the process of initiation with the Lane 


uried in a bevy of beauties. 


due to a tiff over salary, the gorgeous 
Hedy has gone into complete retire- 
ment and emerges only rarely with 
John Howard, and, most recently, 
with Howard Hughes in hideaway 
spots. 

Hedy’s love for her adopted boy 
whom she nearly lost when she sepa- 
rated from Gene Markey is rather 
wonderful to see. . 

Hats, big and small, are off to Annie 
Sheridan for her good sportsmanship 
in defending George Brent from those 
who would like to blame George for 
Ann’s recent and prolonged lay-off. 
There are those who accuse George of 
having egged Annie on. 

“The responsibility was mine and 
mine alone,” Ann says. “I used my 
own judgment and if it was wrong, 
no one was to blame but me.” 

There’s good sportsmanship for you. 
Incidentally, those marriage rumors 
between Ann and George continue to 
buzz about... 


Love Me, Love Weedy: Linda Dar- 
nell was mad as a wet hen—or no, 
an insulted rooster, shall we say—the 
day we met her out at Twentieth. She 
had just heard her neighbors were 
objecting to her housing her rooster, 
“Weedy.” 

“Why, I’ve had Weedy since he was 
a few days old,” she stormed. “He’s 
a member of the family and I won’t 
get rid of him!” 

Which reminds us of an amusing 
incident concerning Linda and Weedy. 
Linda, her rooster wrapped in a 


P. S. The audience never caught on! 


shawl in her arms, was strolling on 
the lot when she met a famous Holly- 
wood beautician. He all but burst 
with delight when she cried, “Oh, 
Mr. , I want to tell you how 
wonderful I think your face cream 
is.” 





“Y-you really like it?” he gulped. 

“Oh yes,” said Linda, “I use it 
every night on Weedy’s comb. Just 
see how lovely it is!” 


Vas You Dere, Charlie?: The flower 
show at the Uplifter’s Club had all 
Southern California flower lovers, to 
say nothing of hundreds of tourists, 
in attendance. 

A charming lady visitor stopped 
before the Charles Laughton display 
and spoke to the gardener (naked to 
the waist) bent over his work. 

“Does Mr. Laughton do any of the 
actual work on his flowers?” she 
asked in a lingo supposed to be un- 
derstood by our Japanese gardeners. 

The gardener straightened up from 
his task and, wiping his perspiring 
forehead, replied in a cultured English 
voice. 

“IT assure you he does, Madam.” 

She gasped a little, swallowed hard, 
walked away, came back, stared again 
and finally fled. 

And Mr. Laughton giggled and went 
back to work. 


The Sight of the Month: A small 
red motor scooter whooped into a 
Beverly Hills service station and the 
white-clad attendant rushed over to 
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A tut-tut attitude by Margaret 
Sullavan who lets the audience file 
out at the "Citizen Kane" premiere, 
stays to have her picture taken with 
her pitied lh rw wie Hayward 


get the occupant’s order. 
“Fill ’er up,” grinned the rider, “and 








please hurry. Have an appointment | 


at ten.” 


The tank filled, the little scooter | 


shot down the boulevard and on its 
way. 


The rider once drove an ambulance | 


at the French front. 


He was, to the amazement of pass- 
ing motorists, Robert Montgomery. 


Whose Face Is Red Now Depart- 


ment: When a man takes himself a | 
wife and even a lovely little step- | 
daughter, you’d think he’d at least | 


have reached his full growth, wouldn’t 
you? 

Well, you can imagine the embar- 
rassment of William Holden, who 
is about to marry Brenda Marshall, 
to discover he’s still growing. 

Bill, a lad in his middle twenties, 
had to face the disconcerting fact 
when he decided to save himself a lot 
of wardrobe fittings by using the 
Western costumes he wore in “Ari- 
zona,” for his new picture, “Texas.” 

In the wardrobe department of Co- 
lumbia studios, Bill tried on one out- 
fit and looked in the mirror, aghast. 

“This thing has shrunk,” he said. 


But every other costume revealed 
that, instead of the suit’s shrinking, 
Bill himself had grown exactly two 
inches in a year, with no indication 


he’s reached his full growth even yet. | 


“And I’ve been blaming the tailor 
for making my pants too short!” Bill 
said. 


The First Yearlings: Remember how 
mother always said the first year of 
marriage was the hardest? How each 





AuGusT, 1941 





Wake your skin to New Loveliness 


with Camay — Go on the 





“MILD-SOAP* DIET! 














"Wieeriie: gis 


le 


This lovely bride, Mrs. John B. LaPointe of Waterbury, Conn., says: “I can’t tell 
you how much Camay’s ‘Mild-Soap’ Diet has done for my skin. Whenever I see 
a lovely woman whose skin looks cloudy, I can hardly help telling her about it.” 


Even many girls with sensitive skin 
can profit by this exciting beauty 
idea— based on the advice of skin 
specialists, praised by lovely brides! 


OU CAN BE lovelier! You can help 
your skin—help it to a cleaner, fresh- 
er, more natural loveliness by changing 


to a “Mild-Soap” Diet. 


So many women cloud the beauty of 
their skin through improper cleansing. 
And so many women use a soap not as 
mild as a beauty soap should be. 


Skin specialists themselves advise reg- 
ular cleansing with a fine mild soap. And 
Camay is milder by actual test than 10 
other popular beauty soaps. 


Twice every day—for 30 days—give your 
skin Camay’s gentle care. It’s the day to 
day routine that reveals the full benefit 
of Camay’s greater mildness. And in a 
few short weeks you can reasonably hope 
to have a lovelier, more appealing skin. 





THE SOAP OF BEAUTIFUL WOMEN 


recorded test—in tests against ten 


Camay is milder by actual 
other popular beauty soaps Camay was milder than any of them] 





Go on the 

CAMAY 

“MILD- 
SOAP” 
DIET! 














Work Camay’s milder lather 
over your skin, paying special 
attention to nose, base of the 
nostrils and chin. Rinse and then 
sixty seconds of cold splashings. 





Then, while you sleep, the tiny 
pore openings are free to func- 
tion for natural beauty. In the 
morning—one more quick ses- 
sion with this milder Camay. 
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This is the Lipsfick that may very well change 
your Lipstick fife ...Coty “Sub-Deb”! 


“Sub-Deb’/ gives you more than alluring 


redient that helps keep your lips 


soft and sweet. So why risk rough. 







Four of the 9 exciting Coty shades 


Gjitane 
dashing “*gipsy” shade 
a dramatic red red 


Dahlia 


smart, flower-soft red 
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Judy Garland and Dave Rose get 
togged up as a Gay Nineties bath- 
ing beauty and a Keystone cop, 
go to Milton Berle's old-fashioned 
swimming party at the Beverly 
Hills Hotel, do some clowning that 
makes Hollywood party history 


cal unger woide Stuhtr 


Leggy line-up at the party included 
Bonita Granville, mustachioed 
Jackie Cooper, Mary Anderson, 
Buster Keaton and hat, and Mrs. 
Keaton. The gentleman belonging 
to the garter at the left lost his 
head completely in the fracas 





individual must learn to adjust him- 
self to the other? 

In thinking it over, Cal wonders if 
this new generation is remembering 
that warning, or if, perhaps, they just 
haven’t Mother’s stamina? 

Now, take bride Nancy Kelly and 
her bridegroom, Edmond O’Brien, for 
instance. No sooner had they married 
than, boom, Nancy was home with 
Mother. 

A clash of temperament? A strug- 
gle to understand each other better? 
Nancy and Edmond had known each 
other for years. They met back in 
New York when Nancy was doing 
radio work and Edmond was a young 
Shakespearian actor. They knew 
every trait, habit and characteristic 
of each other. Yet at the first clash 
—they separate. 

Of course, they may go back to- 
gether, but has their marriage been 
strengthened or weakened by such 
an early separation? 

Another example: Arleen Whelan 
and Alex D’Arcy kept company for 
several years. We encountered Alex 
backstage one night after a personal 
appearance by Arleen. We’ve encoun- 
tered them shopping together, with 
Arleen modeling frocks for Alex’s 
approval. And yet, in a few months 
after their marriage, Arleen left his 
home for her home, though, again, 
reconciliation shortly followed. 

Remember we are not scolding. 
We're only wondering if maybe even 
the older generation isn’t making it 
easier for the younger to forget the 
old adage, “The first year is the hard- 
est.” Certainly running away from it 
won't help. 
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ome in Hollywood on a short leave from his post 
aboard a submarine chaser, one of the most danger- 
ous jobs in the Royal Navy, Officer John Farrow now 
does his bit for Hollywood night life, takes his 
decorative wife, Maureen O'Sullivan, out dancing 








Last-Minute Glimpses of Hollywood: The apparition 
on a bicycle dressed in full dress, his coat tails flying 
and one hand clutching his topper, turned out to be John 
Garfield riding to the set of “Out Of The Fog.” 

Olivia de Havilland, said to be suffering from a nervous 
breakdown, is really carrying a terrific torch for Jimmy 
Stewart, according to local and reliable reports. 

Errol Flynn and Fred MacMurray are killing the peo- 
ple by relaying director Mike Curtiz’s recent request in 
“Dive Bomber.” Mike, looking at the boys as cameras 
turned, commanded: “Both of you please sweat.” 

Joan Crawford’s renunciation of Hollywood for New 
York as her permanent home after her greatest success, 
“A Woman’s Face,” has the town a-wondering. Inci- 
dentally, one hears Joan will adopt a little boy to keep 
daughter Christina company. 

Mickey Rooney and Linda Darnell have made up their 
little spat and Mickey couldn’t be happier. 


Cal Thinks Out Loud: Funny what happened last night 
at the Mocambo: Cary Grant getting out of his car 
and asking the headwaiter kind of humbly if he and 
Miss Barbara Hutton might come in and dance without 
being photographed. And the grateful grin on Cary’s 
bronzed face when he was promised they could. 

Watching them dance together like that, so in love, 
we got to thinking about this rich girl—Barbara. Money 
hasn’t brought much of anything but trouble to her. 
And now they say it’s standing in the way of love again. 
That most of her money is invested in England and if 
she marries Cary, a British subject, she’ll forfeit the 
bulk of it. 

For one of the richest girls in the world, she even looks 
sad. 

















COLORS HAVE A BRIGHT FUTURE, with the 
new Ivory Snow to give them SAFE washing care! 
Ivory Snow’s a brand-new soap that bursts into 
suds in 3 seconds in cool water! And cool water is 
safe for the bright colors of all your washables! 

Imagine! Ivory Snow doesn’t need hot water! So 
you don’t risk the heartbreak of watching pretty 
colors fade out and get dull from hot water. Be- 
sides, Ivory Snow is pure! So colors get double 
protection—pure suds and cool 
suds! Ask for Ivory Snow today 
—in the large economy size or 
the handy medium size. 










2-MINUTE CARE FOR 
STOCKING WEAR! 


Plenty of cool, pure 
suds pile up in 3 sec- 
onds! (No waiting for 
hot water.) Nightly care 
with Ivory Snow helps 
stockings wear! 





COOL-WATER SOAP ENDS HOT-WATER FADING! 
TRY AMAZING NEW IVORY SNOW! ¢ 


Ivory Snow bursts into suds in 3 seconds 
in cool water! Safer for bright colors! 







WHAT A PICNIC FOR 
PRINT DRESSES! 


Yes... Ivory Snow means 
happy days for pretty 
washables! Wash ’em 
time after time in those 
cool suds and see how 
colors stay bright! 


FORM O 
IVORY SOAP. 
99 "Yioo%s PURE 








TRADEMARK REG. U. S. PAT. OFF. © PROCTER & GAMBLE 
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GLORIOUS FREEDOM NOW 


NO BELTS 
NO PINS 
NO PADS 
NO ODOR 


with Tampax ! 


AY goodbye to external pads on your vaca- | 


tion this year . . . Tampax helps you to 
conquer the calendar, because Tampax is worn 
internally. Even in a °41 swim suit, it cannot 
show through; no bulge or wrinkle or faintest 
line can be caused by Tampax. And you your- 
self cannot feel it! 


A doctor has perfected Tampax so ingeni- 
ously it can be inserted and removed quickly 
and easily. Your hands need not even touch the 


You can dance, play games . . . use tub or 
shower. No odor can form; no deodorant 
needed—and it’s easy to dispose of Tampax. 


Tampax is made of pure, compressed sur- 
gical cotton, very aeons, comfortable, effi- 
cient. Three sizes: Regular, Super, Junior. Sold 
at drug stores and notion counters. Introduc- 
tory box, 20¢. Economy package of 40 is a 
real bargain. Don’t wait for next month! 
Join the millions using 
Tampax now! 






Accepted for Advertising by 
the Journal of the American 
Medical Association, 


TAMPAX INCORPORATED 
New Brunswick, N. J. 

Please send me in plain wrapper the new trial package 
of Tampax. I enclose 10¢ (stamps or silver) to cover cost 


of mailing. Size is checked below. 








( ) REGULAR ( ) SUPER ( ) JUNIOR 
Name siecle 
Address_. - staan dincaebennianie 

City State 
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arbiter of movie morals, has, as 

you may have read, entered a ver- 
| dict against “sweater girls” (see page 
| 41) .. . Lana Turner, while she was 
| still a beautiful unknown at Warners, 
| was the original “sweater girl” and the 
| meaning of the phrase was set at the 
time that Lana’s first publicity por- 
traits were taken . . . in Hollywood 
slanguage the phrase means a girl 
with a beautiful figure .. . not that 
Hollywood was then, or is now, con- 
cerned with sweater technique as a 


| y= Hays office, that usually wise 








|| the figure business . 
| always known that there are many 


MWG-81-D 


matter of mere beauty . . . to Holly- 


; . | | wood such highly feminine architec- 
Tampax, which comes in dainty applicator. | 


ture shouted sex appeal . . . and the 
extent to which Hollywood prizes a 
good figure as a standard of attrac- 
tiveness . . . can be figured by the 
manner in which all the newcomers 

. and outstandingly Veronica Lake 
in “I Wanted Wings” and Jane Rus- 
sell in “The Outlaw” ... are con- 


| stantly photographed to emphasize 
| this phase of their appeal .. . let a star 


or a starlet arise who lacks in this 
department and nature’s error is im- 
mediately corrected by the wardrobe 
department . . . to such an extent, fre- 


| quently, that from the feminine fan’s 


point of view, some newcomers are so 
buxom as to be ridiculous. . . 

Not that women think much about 
. . women have 


varieties of sex appeal (thank heaven) 

. movie-makers never admit it but 
every woman knows from her own 
observation that men like short girls 
and tall girls and thin girls and fat 
girls just as they themselves like 
short or tall or thin or fat men... 
that undernourished, over-bosomed, 
hollow-cheeked movie girl ideal is 
just one of those unrealistic Holly- 





wood standards (incidentally I’ve 


. . .« George Sanders, who 
plays the bad man instead 
of the girl-winner .. . 


Shining examples of Hollywood 
oversights: George Brent in 


"They Dare Not Love"... 






heard more disappointment than 
cheers over the news that Sonja Henie 
has become thinner . . . I think Sonja’s 
distinctive chubbiness was an impor- 
tant factor in her highly individualistic 
appeal) . . . but now the Hays office 
comes out and bans “sweater girls” 

. . on the grounds that their photo- 
graphs, widely circulated, endanger 
public morals . . . they claim that and 
then they let a picture like “A 
Woman’s Face” get by. ... 

What kind of a moral yardstick 
arrived at such a measurement? .. . 
on the proven basis that most people 
are normal, surely the reaction to 
sweater girls will be in almost all 
cases a normal and sane reaction .. . 
yet this natural response is censored 

. at least censored to the extent of 
removing the cause of it . . .while the 
story of a perverse man and woman 
who plot to kill a little child for money 
is airily passed... . 


URELY the sickness that afflicts the 

world today ... the war and death 
and destruction . . . comes much more 
from the poison that was given men’s 
minds rather than any poison that was 
ever given their bodies . . . ours is, 
in fact, an era of physical health .. . 
and no nation has deified health more 
than the Germans have in the last 
decade but the subtle mental 
poison that has been generated! .. . 
well, look at the results of that in the 
headlines and hear it in the newscasts 
on your radio every fifteen minutes 
day after day ...! 

The strange case of “A Woman’s 
Face” is that it is in many ways a 
truly “artistic” picture ... Joan Craw- 
ford rises to great personal heights 
in it... the sensitive, distinguished 
George Cukor blesses it with some of 
his most beguiling direction . . . the 
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BY 
RUTH WATERBURY 





scholarly Conrad Veidt magnificently | 


plays a villain without one redeeming 
speech, thought or action . 


.. but why | 


Miss Crawford wanted to star in it | 
. why Cukor consented to direct | 


it . . . why Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer 
ever poured its gold into it... is 
completely bewildering if the 
Hays office reasons that dressing a 
woman in a sweater is dangerous... 
what about the danger of making 
sympathetic a girl who is a black- 
mailer, in the power of a blackguard 
(and what his power over her is, you 


are never left in a shadow of doubt), | 
a potential murderess, and finally the 


beloved of a married man... ? 


It can’t even be argued... 


as it 


sometimes is in the case of other un- 


comfortable stories . . . that this is “a 
slice of life”. . . it isn’t . . . it’s a slice 
of melodrama .. . it wouldn’t, in fact, 
be worth talking about... if it didn’t 
illustrate so sharply the way Holly- 
wood sometimes misunderstands what 
we, the paying public, want to pay 
for ... first, last and always, we will 
pay for good stories... 
get good stars in good stories but if 
we can’t have both . . . we’ll take the 
story first and the star next... as 
witness the first Cagney picture... 


| 


we prefer to | 


} 
| 
| 
| 


and the “Little Miss Marker” which | 


launched Shirley Temple . . . and the 
Hardy series . . . so what does Holly- 
wood do... (Continued on page 105) 





. . . Laraine Day, who's the 


practically speechless 
Mary of the Kildare films 
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Cron 
sing their way into the hearts 
of Hollywood Stars! 






ROSEMARY LANE 
Lovely Star of Columbia’s “Time Out For Rhythm” finds 
joy in the song of her Canary “Butch”. 






I 
... AND IN HOLLYWOOD 
French’s Bird Seed 
is the Favorite...4 to | 


Canaries . . . Hollywood’s newest 
hobby sensation! In the homes of 
screen stars—in studio dressing 
rooms and on movie sets—these 






recipe of 11 aids to song and 


happy little bundles of cheer have 
reached a new high in pet popu- 
larity! You, too, will find it a joy 
to own a Canary! 

French’s Bird Seed and Biscuit 
also is winning new popularity in 
Hollywood! That’s because 
French’s is a song-tested, proven 






FREE 


The same beautifully illustrated 76-page book 
that movie stars keep handy for expert 
advice on the care, treatment and breeding 
of canaries. It’s yours—Free! Simply mail 
Coupon, with your name and address. 


health! In every package is a 
French’s Bird Biscuit (in itself 
worth 10c). Canaries love it—and 
it’s so good for them! It gives 
their diet an extra lift and com- 
bines with French’s Bird Seed to 
supply an 1l-course balanced 
recipe meal—all in one package! 


LARGEST-SELLING BIRD SEED IN THE U.S. 


Send for Movie Stars’ Canary Book 





MAIL THIS FREE COUPONI 
The R. T. FRENCH CO, 

2428 Mustard St., Rochester, N.Y. 

Send me Movie Stars’ Canary Book—Free! 


NAME 
ADDRESS__ 
cry STAT? 
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(Paste copy on penny postcard and mail) a] 











—by a swimming teacher 


I spend most of the summer in a bath- 
ing suit, and internal sanitary pro- 
tection is practically a must! So when 
I heard that Modess had brought out 
Meds—a new and improved tampon 
—lI tried them right away. Improved? 
Why, I’ve never known such glorious 
comfort! And such grand protection, 
too—for Meds are the only tampons 
with the “‘safety center.” As for thrift, 
Meds cost only 20¢ a box of ten—an 
average month’s supply. They’re the 








only tampons in individual applicators 
that cost so little! 
| Lep Ge} s 
10 2O0F 


I... 


EACH IN INDIVIDUAL APPLICATOR 


Meds 


THE MODESS TAMPON 


















MENTHOLATUM 





10 DAILY = 
NEEDS 


@ Mentholatum brings delightful relief 
for the discomforts of: 

1. Summer Colds. 2. Superficial Burns. 
3. Minor Cuts. 4. Nasal Irritation due to 
colds or dust. 5. Sunburn. 6. Cracked Lips. 
7. Surface Skin Irritations. 8. Scratches 
and Bruises. 9. Stuffy Nostrils. 10. Chaf- 
ing—Prickly Heat. For generous free trial 
size write to Mentholatum Company, 
20 Harlan Bidg., Wilmington, 
Delaware. 


MENTHOLATUM 


COMFORT Daily 









Gives 











$10.00 PRIZE 
You Can't Laugh That Off! 


HY this derogatory cam- 
W wie against Shirley Temple? 
Do we have to wreck one star 

in order to build another? 
Newspapers and magazines are 
flashing such captions as, “Exit Song 
and Dance Shirley! Enter a Natural!” 
and “‘Bonnie Mae’ Topples Queen 
Shirley.” Then the writer proceeds to 
tell what the new star has that Shirley 
lacked. If she had weaknesses, then 


| perhaps the new moppet should have 


a few. After all, Miss Temple had the 
unparalleled record of being box- 
office “tops” for three years. They 
can’t laugh that off. 

Unquestionably, Shirley’s star has 


| dimmed because of her normal growth 


from her winsome babyhood charm 
and beauty. We cannot recapture the 
lure of her onetime sparkle; and we 
dislike such pictures as “Susanna of 
the Mounties,” which terrified chil- 
dren but wearied grownups with its 
superficiality. 

Nevertheless, I see no reason for 
comparing every newcomer to Shirley 
by belittling her skill. 

Yes, I know that admirers of “Curly 
Top” were supposed to be under 
twelve, over twenty-five, or just plain 
morons; but I resent stars who climb 
to heights on the shattered statues of 
another great artist. 

LILLIAN HANSON, 
Lexington, Neb. 


$5.00 PRIZE 


Accent on Accents 


CLASSIFICATION of types 
would be interesting in regard 
to those who attend the movies, but I 
shall confine myself to one group only. 
This group is worth consideration. 
Their chief weakness is a desire for 
impeccable habits of speech both in 
themselves and others. They choose 
their words meticulously and are ex- 
tremely susceptible to good diction as 
well as allergic to mispronunciations. 
They do not expect gangster films and 
Westerns to be free from jargon, but 
they do dislike hearing beautifully 
gowned women and handsomely 
dressed men in a supposedly cultural 
background say exquisite and hos- 
pitable! 
I once started to count the number 
of times this offense occurred, but 
finding this to be the wrong road to 





Speak ror YOURSELF 


= 





Question from Nebraska with a 
new Temple angle: Will Shirley 
be sacrificed so that some new- 
comer will get quick star rating? 


happiness, I abandoned my crusade 
and am finally resorting to this letter 
instead, in behalf of all those purists 
who strenuously object to such lib- 
erties with our language. 

Since movies are our chief diver- 
sion we wish to be released from the 
gripping fear that a lovely lady will 
ecstatically pronounce a gift from her 
lover to be exquisite or a genial host 
will be lavishly praised for being so 
hospitable. 

Mrs. G. L. Brown, 
Hannibal, Mo. 


$1.00 PRIZE 
We Want Blondes 


AST week I went to see “I Wanted 

Wings.” Since then, Veronica Lake 
hasn’t vanished from my thoughts. 
She is, as I myself see her, the most 
beautiful thing alive. 

She might not be such a great beau- 
ty, but that long blonde hair alone is 
a wow. 

So now I can’t see why Ginger 
Rogers, Joan Bennett and a host of 
other stars have changed from blonde 
to brunette. 

Why don’t we all get together and 
confess that a blonde is still the dream 
girl of nearly all Americans? 

FrReppyY WEIL, 
New York, N. Y. 


PHOTOPLAY combined with MOVIE MIRROR 








If you’re interested in reading more 
about Mr. Weil’s Veronica Lake, “the 
most beautiful thing alive,” turn to 
page 46. 


$1.00 PRIZE 
Jolly Good Actor? 


ET’S see more of Kay Kyser’s pic- 
tures. Not only do I think that he 

is a born orchestra leader, but I think 
he is a born actor as well. I saw 
him in the movies and I also saw him 
during his personal-appearance tour 
when he stopped in Portland. Never 
have I witnessed a more jolly and 
perpetually high-spirited entertainer. 
He took special delight in kidding the 
audience. When one lady rose and 
made her way out of the auditorium, 
he spotted her. “Say, lady, it gets 
better after a while,” Kay exclaimed. 
He stood in the center of the stage, 
blinking his eyes while he declared 
mournfully, “Golly, I’m hurt.” 

The auditorium fairly shook with 
laughter and applause and I’m certain 
he made numerous fans in Portland. 

AGNES REHDER, 
Vancouver, Wash. 


$1.00 PRIZE 


Roman-Coin Profile 


EDDA HOPPER came out recent- 

ly in Photoplay-Movie Mirror for 
Bob Taylor as the “handsomest male” 
and for Errol Flynn as the one who 
“thinks he is.” For my own choice 
I would go way into the upper 
reaches of the age-brackets and select 
C. Aubrey Smith and Lewis Stone. 
Can you imagine any face more im- 
pressive than that magnificent craggy 
face of C. Aubrey Smith’s, especially 
when it tops a uniform, as in “Lives 
of a Bengal Lancer” and “Waterloo 
Bridge” (Continued on page 90) 





PHOTOPLAY-MOVIE MIRROR awards the 
following prizes each month for the best 
letters submitted for publication: $10 first 
prize; $5 second prize; $1 each for every 
other letter published in full. Just write in 
what you think about stars or movies, in 
less than 200 words. Letters are judged 
on the basis of clarity and originality, and 
contributors are warned that plagiarism 
from previously published material will be 
prosecuted to the full extent of the law. 
Please do not submit letters of which 
copies have been made to send to other 
publications; this is poor sportsmanship 
and has resulted, in the past, in embar- 
rassing situations for all concerned, as 
each letter is published in this department 
in good faith. Owing to the great volume 
of contributions received by this depart- 
ment, we regret that it is impossible for 
us to return unaccepted material. Accord- 
ingly we strongly recommend that all con- 
tributors retain a copy of any manuscript 
submitted to us. Address your letter to 
"Speak for Yourself," PHOTOPLAY- 
MOVIE MIRROR, 122 East 42nd St., New 
York City, N. Y. 
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TANGEE Zoo fied 


THE STARTLING NEW LIPSTICK SHADE 


LEAR and brilliant, Tangee RED-RED is, we believe, the most outstand- 
C ing make-up development of the past 20 years. 

This breath-taking shade, keyed to the season’s fresh fashion colors, 
accents the loveliness of your lips and the whiteness of your teeth. 
Tangee RED-RED goes on smoothly and stays smooth for hours. And the 
famous cream base helps to prevent chapping and that dry, “drawn” 
feeling. Ask for RED-RED...its matching rouge and your own shade of 
Tangee Face Powder. 


Soe eee TA YS ON! 


Another Tangee lipstick —THEATRICAL RED... a bright and vivid shade 


at lamial-Mcelul-Miclilelirmiclale|-\-Maa-vol al ole) -mu sCohioallaleMaeltle | WoL maol aloe 
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New under-arm 
Cream Deodorant 
safely 
Stops Perspiration 


2. Does not harm dresses, or men’s 
shirts. Does not irritate skin. 


2. No waiting to dry. Can be used 


right after shaving. 


3. Instantly checks perspiration for 1 
to 3 days. Removes odor from 
perspiration, keeps armpits dry. 


4. A pure white, greaseless, stainless 


vanishing cream. 


S. Arrid has been awarded the 
Approval Seal of the American 
Institute of Laundering, for being 


harmless to fabrics. 


.+try a jor today 


ARRID 


39¢ a jar 


AT ALL STORES WHICH SELL TOILET GOODS 
(Also in 10 cent and 59 cent jars) 


Arrid is the largest 


\ | selling deodorant 








SITROUX 


Thijole Tested 


CLEANSING TISSUES 


softer! Say “Sit-True” 
for tissues that are as soft 
as a kiss on the cheek. 


stronger! As strong as a 
man’s fond embrace. 
Sitroux is made only 
from pure cellulose. 


more absorbent! 


They drink in moisture. 
Ideal for beauty care. 
Useful everywhere. 
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VY ADAM HAD FOUR SONS 
—Columbia: Unusual is this 
beautifully enacted story dealing 
with a father’s love for his four 
sons. Warner Baxter plays the 
father; Ingrid Bergman as the 
governess and Susan Hayward 
as the unfaithful daughter-in- 
law are outstanding. Richard 
Denning and Johnny Downs as 
the two older sons are splendid. 
(May) 


ANDY HARDY’S PRI 
"ATE SECRETARY—M-G-M: 
We prophesy stardom for new 
comer Kathryn Grayson who be- 
comes Mickey Rooney’s secre 
tary during the high-school com- 
mencement week. Her lovely 
voice, good looks and acting 
ability make her a sure het. 
Mickey fails his examination and gets into plenty 
o sroutle. It’s a hundred per cent entertainment. 
(May) 


VY BACK STREET—Universal: Margaret Sul 
avan is superb as the woman who lives only for a 
few stolen moments with her lover, Charles Boyer, 
who is married to another woman. Boyer, too, is ex- 
cellent as the selfish lover. It’s a tear-jerker so bring 
plenty ot handkerchiefs. (May) 


BAD MAN—M-G-M: Wallace Beery’s fans are 
going to be pretty disappointed in this story of a 
Mexican bandit who plays Cupid. Beery’s per- 
formance throws the whole story out of gear and 
despite the presence of Lionel Barrymore, Ronald 
Reagan and Laraine Day, it remains a fair-sized 
dud. (June) 


BLONDIE GOES LATIN—Columbia: Dagwood’s 
boss decides to take the Bumpsteads on a vacation 
to South America, with much fun and havoc as 
the result Penny Singleton, Arthur Lake and 
Larry Simms plat their roles with the ease of 
long experience and it’s a treat for the Bumpstead 
fans Tito Guizar sings beautifully (May) 


BUCK PRIVATES—Universal Abbott and 
Costello find themselves in the Army in this hilar 
ous comedy high-lighted by their amazingly funny 
routines. Wealthy Lee Bowman and his chauffeur, 
Alan Curtis, are also in the Army and the Andrews 
Sisters contribute plenty of songs. (May) 


| WY CITIZEN KANE—RKO-Radio: The skill and 


artistry abounding in this absorbing tale of a man 
who bought a newspaper and created an empire of 
his own prove that Or on Welles, actor, writer, pro- 
ducer and director of this masterful picture, really 
is a genius. Joseph Cotton, Everett Sloane and 
Dorothy Comingore prove themselves brilliant per- 


| formers. In fact, everything about the picture is 


wonderful. (July) 


| COWBOY AND THE BLONDE, THE—20th 


Century-Fox: When cowboy George Montgomery 


| meets temperamental screen star Mary Beth 


Hughes and fails to yield to her charms, Mary Beth 


pursues him to his own corral ‘n her efforts to get 


him. Both newscomers make a great showing and 


| there’s plenty of humor and romance. (July) 


| ¥ DEVIL AND MISS JONES, THE—RKO 
a 


dio: The riotous result of a sound story and 
grand humor, this is del ghtful entertainment. 


| Charles Coburn is the wealthy owner of a depart- 
| ment store who decides to become a clerk himself in 
| order to find out why his employees hate him. Jean 


Arthur, as the clerk in love with Robert Cum 


| minzs, head of the shoe department, helps to hu- 


manize the bewildered tycoon. (July) 


DOUBLE DATE—Universal: Almost every pos 


| sible laugh-getter has been thrown into this light 
| hearted little comedy about Rand Brooks and 


Peggy Moran's efforts to break up the romance of 
Edmund Lowe and Una Merkel. The result is 
really very funny. (June) 


A guy who rates a “best performance" 
by getting along swimmingly in his first 
Hollywood film: The Reluctant Dragon 
of Walt Disney's "The Reluctant Dragon" 


ELLERY QUEEN’S PENTHOUSE MYSTERY 
—Columbia: Ralph Bellamy is the famous detec- 
tive who wades through danger and international 
intrigue to solve the murder of a ventriloquist on 
a secret governmental mission. Margaret Lindsay 
is his pretty secretary. (May) 


FLAME OF NEW ORLEANS, THE—Universal: 
Marlene Dietrich is the beautiful adventuress who 
descends upon New Orleans and captures the 
town’s richest banker, Roland Young, by posing as 
her own sister. Bruce Cabot is the sailor who also 
falls in love with Dietrich. Although the film at- 
tempts to be naughty and gay, it’s really much too 
dull and slow for good entertainment. (July) 


FOOTLIGHT FEVER—RKO-Radio: A hammy 
little number, with Alan Mowbray and Donald Mac- 
Bride, b th broke, trying to find a backer for Mow- 
bray’s play. They finally h:t on Elizabeth Risdon, 
who sees through their schemes but becomes their 
angel. See it at your own risk. (July) 


FOOTSTEPS IN THE DARK—Warners: Errol 
Flynn’s first modern picture in three years has 
him an amateur detective who runs headlong into 
a real-life murder and almost loses his life and 
his wife, Brenda Marshall. It’s heavy-handed 
comedy and we prefer Fiynn in his swashbuckling 
roles. (June) 


GIRL, A GUY, AND A GOB, A—Harold 
loyd RKO Radio: Lucille Ball is the girl, Ed- 
mond O’Brien the guy and George Murphy the 
gob in this bright, amusing comedy that clicks 
in every department. It’s packed with chuckles and 
good cheer; you'll enjoy every minute of it. (June) 


GOLDEN HOOFS — 20th Century-Fox: Jane 
Withers falls in love with Buddy Rogers, helps her 
grandfather establish a local hospital and saves 
her homelands, for the breeding of trotting horses, 
and does it all with the greatest of ease in this 
Withers specialty. With Buddy Rogers, Katherine 
Aldridge and Buddy Pepper. (May) 


YW GREAT AMERICAN BROADCAST, THE— 
20th Century-Fox: Alice Faye, Jack Oakie and 
John Payne give us the story of the growth of 
radio in this tuneful and entertaining musical pic- 
ture. John is the lad who wins Ali.e; Jack Oakie is 
responsible for its broad humor; and Alice puts over 
it- catchy scngs in fine style. The Wiere Brothers, 
the Ink Spots and the Nicholas Brothers add to the 
fun. (July) 


VY GREAT LIE, THE—Wartners: Adult and so 
phisticated is this drama of two women, Mary Astor 
and Bette Davis, who both love George Brent. 
Mary all but steals the picture as the musician who 
marries Brent and then goes back to her career, but 
Bette, too, does great work as his second wife. 
It’s one of George’s best performances and the pic- 
ture is a triumph. (July) 


Y HARD-BOILED CANARY, THE—Paramount 
A grand musical treat is this film with Allan Jones, 
as the son of the head of Camp Interlochen, rescuing 
a young burlesque singer, Susana Foster, from a 
raid and placing her in the camp, with havoc as 
the natural result. (May) 
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Il WANTED WINGS—Paramount: This 
thrilling story of men and planes, laid against the 
background of America’s own flying fields, is a 
smash hit. Ray Milland, Wayne Morris and Wil- 
liam Holden as the three young cadets who become 
fliers turn in their best work, as does Brian Don- 
levy as a flight instructor. Sirenish Veronica Lake 
makes her screen debut. (June) 








VV LADY EVE, THE—Paramount: Bright, gay, 
charming and funny is this latest Preston Sturges 
story, with Henry Fonda as the young millionaire 
who is almost hooked by card-sharker Barbara 
Stanwyck and her father Charles Coburn. How 
Barbara gets her revenge on Fonda is wonderful 
and Barbara herself is excitingly glamorous. 
(May) 


LADY FROM CHEYENNE, THE—Universal: 
Loretta Young, crusading suffragette for women’s 
rights, defeats the town scoundrel, Edward Arnold, 
and helps women win the vote in Wyoming in the 
1860’s. It’s a gay little Western and Loretta’s very 
good in her determined role, as is Robert Preston as 
the hero who loves her and helps to foil Arnold’s 
bandits. Pretty corny, but amusing. (July) 


LAS VEGAS NIGHTS—Paramount: This tale of 
vaudevillians who go out West to secure an inheri- 
tance features the swell music of Tommy Dorsey 
and his band. Bert Wheeler and Virginia Dale 
supply the laughs; Constance Moore looks beau- 
tiful and Phil Regan is very good. (July) 





LONE WOLF TAKES A CHANCE, THE— 
Columbia: No sooner does Warren William bet that 
he can keep out of trouble for twenty-four hours 
than he becomes embroiled in a mail robbery, a 
killing, a kidnaping and all sorts of mayhem that 
keep him dashing all around. Eric Blore is very 
funny, as usual. (June) 





YW MAD DOCTOR, THE—Paramount: One of the 
best horror films we’ve seen in some time. Basil 
Rathbone is wonderful as the mad doctor who 
marries rich women and leaves them dead. When 
Ellen Drew falls under his spell, her fiance John 
Howard suspects the worst Brrrr! (May) 


Y MAJOR BARBARA—Gabriel Pascal—U. A.: 
Oddly different but compelling is this George Ber- 
nard Shaw picture which may confuse you hecause 
the theme seems blurred in purpose and too many 
words are substituted for action. Wendy Hiller as 
the Salvation Army girl who loses her ideals is 
superb, as is Robert Morley as her sophisticated 
father, Rex Harrison as a Greek scholar who loves 
her, and Robert Newton. (July) 


MAN BETRAYED, A—Republic: John Wayne is 
the young lawyer who arrives in town to discover 
who murdered his friend in a gambling joint. He 
also discovers crooked politics and grafters. Be- 
sides that, he meets lovely Frances Dee, who 
provides the romance. (June) 


MAN WHO LOST HIMSELF, THE—Univer 
sal: Pretty unbelievable is this farce about a wife 
who can’t tell two absolutely strange men apart, 
even though they both look alike and live in the 
same house. Brian Aherne plays the dual role of 
the wealthy husband and his double, and Kay Fran- 
cis is the bewildered wife. S. Z. Sakall is the scene- 
stealer. (June) 


44 MEET JOHN DOE—Warners: Another of 
rank Capra’s brilliant successes is this story whose 
theme is the power of love over hate. Barbara 
Stanwyck is superb as the newspaper girl who 
invents a John Doe and Gary Cooper’s performance 
as the ex-ball player who’s hired to be John Doe 
and becomes a great humanitarian is his best. 
Edward Arnold, Walter Brennan, James Gleason 
and Regis Toomey are also outstanding. (June) 


MEET THE CHUMP—Universal: Ridiculously 
funny, this silly little dilly, with Hugh Herbert hav- 
ing himseif declared insane because he’s swindled 
his nephew, Lewis Howard, out of $5,000,000 and 
wants to avoid explanation, as who wouldn’t? 
The whole thing gets battier by the minute, but 
it’s full of laughs. (May) 


MEN OF BOYS TOWN—M-G-M: Spencer 
racy aS Father Flanagan and Mickey Rooney as 
the Boys Town mayor carry on the story of the 
previous Boys Town picture and again stir our 
emotions with their sincere performances. Bobs 
Watson, Larry Nunn and Darryl] Hickman give the 
stars plenty of competition. (July) 


MR. DYNAMITE—Universal: Baseball pitcher 
Lloyd Nolan goes out for an evening of fun and 
is tossed headlong into a sabotage plot and a mur- 
der charge. His amateur detective work involves 
him with secret-agent Irene Hervey. Ann Gillis 
and J. Carrol Naish are also very good and although 
the story’s none too well constructed, it’s acceptable 
entertainment (June) 


MODEL W1FE—Universal: The dire but hilar: 
ous consequences of a secret marriage are revealed 
herein when Joan Blondell and Dick Powell dare 
not reveal their marriage because they’d both lose 
their jobs. But Lee Bowman, the boss’ son, falls 
in love with Joan and insists upon taking her out. 
much to her and Dick’s dismay. (July) 
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BRIGHT YOU ARE, JOAN 


JOAN BLONDELL 


Star of Columbia Pictures 





says “One of the BIG little things 
movie life teaches you is to keep 
your teeth spic and spruce... yes, 


I’m another Calox user!’’ 





NO ART CRITIC NEEDED to point out how Joan’s 
flashing smile perks up her pretty face. She’s 
lucky to have good teeth, but her “beauty 
polish” anyone can use... it’s Calox Tooth 
Powder, famous for its 5-way cleansing. 





ks 






STARS ARE ONLY HUMAN .. . they like to use 
things they like, just as the rest of us do. The 
pleasant, refreshing flavor of Calox makes it 
a joy to use, keeps your daily brushings from 
being just a tedious chore. You'll like Calox! 


CALOX HELPS TEETH 
SHINE LIKE THE STARS’ 


BY BRINGING OUT NATURAL LUSTRE 


1. CALOX CONTAINS) 5 CLEANSING AND POLISHING AGENTS. 
Areal beauty tooth powder, promotes a brilliant gloss! 
2. EXTRA SOFT AND SMOOTH because it’s double-sifted 
through 100 mesh silk screens. 

3. FRESH-TASTING—no strong medical taste. Your whole 
family will like its clean, tangy flavor. Children love it. 


McKESSON & ROBBINS, INC., BRIDGEPORT, CONN. 
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bs are keyed to costume colors, 
the prettiest and smartest women 
Dsing resistible’ s complete lipstick 
ange. Pink ROSE, a rich, rosy red 

effect with pastels, flowery 


USE IRRESISTIBLE PERFUME 
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MONSTER AND THE GIRL, THE—Paramount: 
Another horror tale, incredible and unbelievable 
but still pretty fascinating. A man’s brain is trans- 
planted into a gorilla’s skull in order that the beast 
may avenge the man’s murder. Ellen Drew, Robert 
Paige and Paul Lukas are very good. (May) 


yo RDE R AMONG FRIENDS—20th Century- 
Fox: The beneficiaries to a multiple insurance policy 
die suddenly and mysteriously and John Hubbard 
and Marjorie Weaver race like mad from suspect to 
corpse to prevent more murders and solve the ones 
already committed. In spite of all the murders, 
it’s a gay little offering (June) 


VY NICE GIRL?—Universal: Although there are 
several gay moments, this is the weakest Durbin 
film to date. Deanna is a small-town nice girl who 
throws herself at Franchot Tone and then re- 


bounds to Bob Stack, the boy next door. Bob Bench- 
ley is Deanna’s father and Ann Gillis her cute kid 
sister. (May) 


PENALTY, THE—M-G-M: Edward Arnold is a 
ruthless criminal who teaches his son, Gene Rey- 
nolds, to follow in his footsteps, but Gene is sent 
to reform school and then released to farmer Lionel 


Barrymore where slowly he’s regenerated. Veda 
Ann Borg is the moll. (June) 
PENNY SERENADE—Columbia: Simple 


and lifelike is this tender, human document of two 
people who adopt a child and find happiness and 
sorrow. Cary Grant gives one of the finest per- 
formances we've ever seen and Irene Dunne as his 
wife is not far behind. Edgar Buchanan also 
scores roundly. It’s charming and heart-touching, a 
picture that you'll long remember. (July) 


Y POT O’ GOLD—Roosevelt-U. A.: Lively and 
entertaining is Producer James Roosevelt’s first 
et neg film all about how Jimmy Stewart and 
Paulette Goddard take over Charles Winninger’s 
radio show and launch the famous Pot-O’ Gold pro- 
gram. The music of Horace Heidt and his band is 
a treat for swing lovers. (July) 


POWER DIVE—Paramount: Lacking the preten- 
tiousness of most air pictures, this is neverthe- 
less a mighty entertaining little number with a 
whiz-bang climax that’s bound to thrill you. Rich- 
ard Arlen is the aviator who tries to prevent his 
young brother Don Castle from following in his 
footsteps, and Helen Mack, Jean Parker and Cliff 
Edwards round out the cast. (July) 


VY RAGE IN HEAVEN—M-G-M: Gripping fare is 
this dramatic picture of a psychopathic case, played 
by Robert Montgomery, who marries refugee In- 
grid Bergman and eventually involves her and his 
best friend, George Sanders, in a murder scandal. 
It’s exciting and novel and the performances are 
outstanding. (June) 


REACHING FOR THE SUN—Paramount: This 
comedy drama of a man’s yearning to be away from 
the city of machines and out in the country is very 
interesting in spots, but in others, unbelievable and 
dull. Joel McCrea is the man who wants to get 
away from it all and Ellen Drew is his wife who 
tries to hold him to his work in a great automo- 
bile factory. Albert Dekker is the heavy. (July) 


RELUCTANT DRAGON, THE—Disney-RKO 

adio: Robert Benchley’s roaming through the Dis- 
ney Studios gives you a behind-the-scenes glimpse 
of the famous cartoon plant. It all begins when 
Benchley’s wife insists he try to sell Disney the 
idea of filming ‘The Reluctant Dragon” and of 
course it ends with Bob in a Pa room view- 
ing the finished picture. The whole family will 
love this new, novel and different entertainment 
(July) 


REPENT AT LEISURE—RKO-Radio: It’s all 
been told before, the story of the rich bride-to-be 
who walks out on her fortune-hunter fiance and 





marries the poor boy who loves her for herself, but 
the splendid performances of Wendy Barrie and 
Kent Taylor redeem the timeworn plot and make it 
a pretty good little picture. (July) 


RIDE ON, VAQUERO—20th Century-Fox: Ce- 
sar Romero, as the Cisco Kid, cleans up a band of 
kidnappers in his usual engaging way. Chris-Pin 
Martin is the Kid’s dependable pal and Mary Beth 
Hughes again plays the dance-hall girl. (July) 


RIDIN’ ON A RAINBOW—Republic: Gene Autry 
joins a showboat troupe in order to track down a 
gang of bank robbers, but we prefer Gene back on 
his horse and riding ‘the prairie. Smiley Burnett, 
Mary Lee and Carol Adams help Gene along. (May) 


ROAD SHOW—Hal Roach-U. John Hubbard, 
eligible young millionaire, Soins ‘¢ arole Landis’ 
broken-down carnival, with some amusing moments 
as the result. Adolphe Menjou as a harmless luna- 
tic and Patsy Kelly are fairly funny. (May) 


ROAD TO ZANZIBAR—Paramount: Bob Hope 
and Bing Crosby are a couple of sideshow lads in 
Africa who take Dorothy Lamour for a trek through 
the jungles. The story doesn’t matter because of 
the gay antics of Hope and Crosby and the gags 
and ribbing between the two are the whole show 
Bing’s and Dorothy’s songs are tuneful and Eric 
Blore is fun. (May) 


ROUNDUP, THE—Paramount: Richard Dix again 
proves himself one of the best Western actors in 
this triangle picture of the old West. Preston 
Foster is the ex-fiance of Dix’s wife, Patricia Mori- 
son, and his return to see her creates doubt and 
jealousy. Betty Brewer and Ruth Donnelly add to 
the doings. (June) 


K SCATTERGOOD BAINES—RKO-Radio: Guy 
<ibbee brings to the role of Scattergood all the 
human qualities you’ve imagined in this fictitious 
character. He’s humorous, shrewd and _ under- 
standing as the small-town sage who foils _pro- 
motors and aids a young couple’s romance. With 
a Hughes, John Archer and Francis Trout. 
(May) 


SCOTLAND YARD—20th Century-Fox: Cops 
and Robbers in today’s London, with Henry Wil- 
coxon as a crook who’s wounded at Dunkirk and 
has his face remodeled to look exactly like lost 
banker, John Loder. Both Nancy Kelly, Loder’s 
wife, and Scotland Yard are fooled by the imper- 
sonation until Inspector Edmund Gwenn gets on 
the trail. (July) 


Y SEA WOLF, THE—Warners: Too brutal for 
top entertainment is this remake of Jack London’s 
sea story with Edward G. Robinson as the psycho- 
athic, bestial captain who terrorizes his crew. Ida 
Eupino plays the derelict waif rescued by John 
Garfield, member of Robinson’s crew. (June) 
VY SIS HOPKINS—Republic: Judy Canova sweeps 
this musical on to success as the Hoosier girl who 
goes to college with her rich cousin Susan Hayward, 
with Charlie Butterworth financing the education. 
The story’s full of gags and Bob Crosby adds the 
music and Jerry Colonna the nitwit comedy. (June) 


SLEEPERS WEST—20th Century-Fox: Lloyd 
Nolan, as detective Michael Shayne, does his 
sleuthing on a fast train in this second of a new 
series. Lynn Bari’s the girl reporter, Mary Beth 
Hughes a defense witness, Edward Brophy and Don 
Costello detectives, but the plot’s awfully compli 
cated. (June) 


KK STRAWBERRY BLONDE, THE—Warners: 
his picture of the Gay Nineties has a nostalgic 
charm that will delight you. Jimmy Cagney is 


excellent as the tough little mug who imagines 
he loves the Strawberry Blonde, Rita Hayworth, 
only to find real happiness with Olivia de Havil 
land. Olivia is sparkling and gay in her role. 


(May) 


a 


Two ladies with their minds on one man: Pat Morison and Madeleine 
Carroll cluster around Fred MacMurray in “One Night in Lisbon" 
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WV THAT HAMILTON WOMAN !—Korda-U. 
A.: Powerfully wrought and beautifully executed 
is this historical picture of a great and tragic love 
that defied traditions and nations. Vivien Leigh 
plays the beautiful and notorious Lady Hamilton 
who desperately loves England’s naval hero, Lau 
rence Olivier, and both their performances are 
magnificent. It’s a great picture. (June) 


VY THAT NIGHT IN RIO—20th Century-Fox: 
savish color, risqué dialogue, Carmen Miranda’s 
songs and much whoop-la are all part of this gor- 
geous musical that’s a riot of fun. Don Ameche 
jlays a dual role as an American entertainer who’s 
tom to impersonate a South American baron. Alice 
Faye is the luscious wife of the Baron, which leads 
to many complications. (June) 


THAT UNCERTAIN FEELING—Lubitsch- 
J. A.: The Ernst Lubitsch touch is again evident 
in this gay, frothy comedy of marriage, with 
Merle Oberon as the wife who, bored with husband 
Melvyn Douglas, becomes infatuated with erratic 
pianist Burgess Meredith. Adult and sophisticated. 
(June) 


THEY DARE NOT LOVE—Columbia: George 
Brent is an Austrian prince and Martha Scott an 
Austrian refugee who meet and fall in love in this 
tale of Nazi invasion, but the excellence of their 
performance cannot overcome the slow tempo of 
the picture and its faltering direction. (July) 


Y TOBACCO ROAD—20th Century-Fox: Vivid, 
though repellent, still-life sketch of the shiftless, 
ignorant people of Georgia’s ‘“‘Tobacco Road.” 
Charley Grapewin as Jeeter Lester and William 
Tracey as his son give great performances, but 
Gene Tierney has little chance to display her talent 
as the half-witted Ellie May. Depressing. (May) 


Y TOPPER RETURNS—Hal Roach-U. A.: One 
third mystery and two thirds comedy is this newest 
“Topper” story, with ghost Roland Young aiding 
ghost Joan Blondell to solve the mystery of her mur- 
der. The two departed spirits materialize all over 
the place. Billie Burke is still the confused Mrs. 
Topper and Dennis O'Keefe and Carole Landis 
have the romantic leads. (June) 


TRIAL OF MARY DUGAN, THE — M-G-M: 
Laraine Day proves herself worthy of complete 
stardom as the innocent woman on trial for mur- 
der. Robert Young is excellent as her lawyer 
lover who defends her case. It’s well done, sus- 
penseful, and Tom Conway, Frieda Inescort and 
the rest of the cast do fine work. (May) 


VERY YOUNG LADY, A—20th Century-Fox: 
Jane Withers deserves better than this modified 
remake of Simone Simon’s picture, “Girls’ Dormi- 
tory,’ in which she plays the schoolgirl who gets 
a crush on professor John Sutton. Jane’s crush 
causes the faculty much concern and the audience 
no little amusement, but it’s Nancy Kelly who gets 
Mr. Suttcn. (July) 


WAGONS ROLL AT NIGHT, THE—Warners: 
This hackneyed story has Humphrey Bogart as the 
hard-boiled owner of a second-rate circus who picks 
up Eddie Albert and makes a lion-tamer of him. 
But Eddie falls in love with Bogart’s innocent 
little sister, Joan Leslie, so Bogart tries to get rid 
of him. Sylvia Sidney is the circus fortune teller. 
(July) 


WASHINGTON MELODRAMA—M-G-M: When 
millionaire Frank Morgan befriends chorus girl 
Anne Gwynne, he finds himself blackmailed by 
Dan Dailey Jr. Not that you care very much, 
though, since this wobbly worn-out story should 
have been left on the studio shelves. (July) 


Y WESTERN UNION—20th Century-Fox: Good 
old rootin’, tootin’ Western, built to a formula that 
never fails—two men, Randy Scott and Robert 
Young, who love one girl, Virginia Gilmore, with 
marauding Indians, gun fights and plenty of ex- 
citement. (May) 


WV WOMAN’S FACE, A—M-G-M: You'll find 
yourself completely held by the gripping intensity 
of this almost repellent story. Joan Crawford is 
magnificent as the scarred woman who fights back 
at a world that shuns her and Conrad Veidt rates 
equal honors as the man who teaches her love. It’s 
one of the best films to come out of Hollywood in 
a long time. (July) 


YOU’RE THE ONE—Paramount: Bonnie Baker, 
the “Oh, Johnny” girl, and handsome Orrin 
Tucker are in this picture, but nevertheless it’s a 
dull and silly movie. And that fine actor, Albert 
Dekker, is completely wasted. The plot’s about a 
singer’s attempt to land a job with a band. (May) 


WU ZIEGFELD GIRL—M-G-M: Lavish and gor- 
geous is this musical extravaganza which tells of 
three girls, Lana Turner, Judy Garland and 
Hedy Lamarr, who enter the Follies and meet hap- 
piness and defeat. Hedy looks beautiful, Judy 
sings two extravagant numbers, but Lana 
emerges a star. Jimmy Stewart, Charles Winninger, 
Philip Dorn and Ian Hunter are all very good, but 
it’s Lana’s picture. (July) 
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Your skin may be sensitive to one certain soap, yet 


Cashmere Bouquet Soap may prove mild and agreeable 


T’s one of the mysteries of the 
human skin, that a perfectly 
good soap can prove irritating to 
certain complexions. One woman 
out of two reports that difficulty. 
And yet these same women 
may find Cashmere Bouquet Soap 
entirely agreeable to a sensitive 
skin. Yes, generations of lovely 
women have relied on this mild 


soap. And because it’s so nice to 
be like peaches and cream all over 
... and to be glamorously scented 
with the fragrance men love... 
you'll glory in bathing with 
Cashmere Bouquet Soap, too. 
Get three luxurious cakes of 
mild, fragrant Cashmere Bouquet 
Soap for only 25 cents, wherever 


good soap is sold. 





WITH THE FRAGRANCE MEN LOVE 






' 

a 
t 
*, 


Pa 


% 








PHOTOPLAY combined with MOVIE MIRROR 








PHOTOPLAJ 





proposes that America can take the offensive in a 

gigantic propaganda program which will put emphasis 
where Hitler puts it: on political and psychological 
factors. His reference to Hollywood in this connection 
is strikingly unfavorable. The basic program seems to 
me to be so right and important that I want to quote 
that part of his article which considers the contribution 
motion pictures can make to his plan. 

He says that when this “foreign-propaganda” service 
has been set up to work in close co-operation with the 
State, Navy and War departments, one of its important 
purposes will be as follows: 

“A particularly hard-boiled section of the foreign- 
propaganda service should see to it that Hollywood pro- 
duces American propaganda films of all kinds that really 
are American propaganda films—the present crop of semi- 
commercial, semipatriotic efforts from Hollywood is a 
menace to American morale and American propaganda 
abroad.” 

These are harsh words and I don’t know to what ex- 
tent Mr. Taylor is justified in his attack on the industry. 
I do know that, as I have indicated in a previous issue, 
the attempt at making Latin-American pictures to 
strengthen the friendship between South and North 
America has been a miserable failure. I know also that 
there was a very unfavorable foreign reaction to pictures 
like “Mr. Smith Goes to Washington.” It seems that 
when such apparently childish and haphazard devices as 
the filibuster are dramatized they become ludicrous to 
the modern world, with the obvious exception of our own 
country. 

It may be that Mr. Taylor referred also to the anti- 
Nazi films, some of which may have been too obvious 
in their antagonism and therefore lost their propaganda 


l’: a recent striking article in Fortune, Edmond Taylor 
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My impression is that this would be an unfair 
accusation. I think the American people became thor- 
oughly aware of Nazidom’s cruelty as a result of pic- 
tures like “Escape” and “The Mortal Storm.” 

If I read the spirit of Hollywood right, there is prac- 
tically a unanimous wish to contribute to the Government 
and the people of the United States all the resources of 
the industry—and I am certainly sure that all affiliated 
publications such as ours are anxious to contribute their 
resources—in the support of a “foreign-propaganda” 
service of the sort Mr. Taylor proposes. 

When President Roosevelt said, “The nation will ex- 
pect all individuals and all groups to play their full parts, 
without stint, without selfishness, and without doubt that 
our democracy will triumphantly survive,” he offered a 
challenge to every industry and individual. 

I have no right to speak for this industry, but I feel 
sure that the movie fans of America will support and 
the motion-picture industry will eagerly devote its ener- 
gies to a dynamic program—if only the word is given. 

Specifically, what kind of picture could be made in sup- 
port of such a program? Well, perhaps an installment of 
the Hardy Family showing how each member devotes his 
time and energies to some aspect of our great national 
effort would do more good than any other. Perhaps a 
story which dramatized the real application in everyday 
life of “the four freedoms”: freedom of speech and ex- 
pression, freedom of every person to worship God in his 
own way, freedom from want and freedom from fear. Or 
even a dramatic picturization of how civilian defense can 
and must protect our cities in the event of attacks. 

When will such a propaganda service begin? 
favor of it—right now. 

I feel sure that the motion-picture industry awaits the 
call. 


effect. 
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Photoplay-Movie Mirror is the first to record these frank 
statements made by handsome bandleader Phil Harris 


about his wife, ‘the only girl who ever made me cry" 


Alice with Phil, a young man 
in his thirties who still says 
"Yes ma'am" and means it 
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T 3 o’clock on a warm May day, 
A Alice Faye became the wife of 
Phil Harris, the bandleader. 
The setting was Ensenada, Mexico, 
and no two happier people in all the 
world returned across the border that 
evening to these United States than 
Alice and Phil. 

Theirs had been one of those love 
on sight, whirlwind courtships. So 
much in love were these two, in fact, 
they could not wait until Phil’s Amer- 
ican divorce from his former wife, 
Marcia Ralston, became final in Sep- 
tember. 

“We’re going to be married all over 
again then,” Phil told us, his grin 
wider than usual. 

Several weeks ago, we sat with Phil 
in his dressing room at the Paramount 
Theater where he had a two weeks’ 
engagement and talked of Alice, the 
girl he frankly admitted he loved. All 
about his dressing room were re- 
minders of Alice, little things she’d 
bought for that dressing room, kid- 
ding signs painted by members of 
Phil’s orchestra on doors and mirrors, 
a huge wreath of dried vegetables 
outside the door, a gag present from 
Alice to Phil, and something else, 
something almost indefinable—a feel- 
ing, or aura perhaps, of the happiness 
and joy that radiate: from those who 
have found love. 

And Phil Harris has found it in 
Alice. And Alice has found it in 
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Phil. “I know everything will work 
out,” this famous bandleader told us, 
“but you see our love is so new and 
it happened to us so suddenly, and 
with Alice away for three weeks and 
me on tour, we can’t seem to under- 
stand yet just what’s happened to us.” 

That’s how deeply in love Phil and 
Alice are, with each seeming to know 
and recognize this is not just the usual 
Hollywood romance with dates and 
gay times. It’s more than just that. 
It goes deep into their hearts and a 
meeting ten years ago. It has its roots 
in an affinity of unspoken yearnings 
for companionship and home and 
simple things. 

It’s exactly as if, after a long and 
heartbreaking journey, Alice had 
come home at last. 

She tried to express that yearning 
when she bought a ranch home out in 
the Valley. Alice, the bright-light 
girl from New York, on a ranch! It 
seemed incredible to Hollywood. But 
we who understand Alice Faye knew 
that some unexpressed longing for 
peace after storms, for rest after tur- 
moil, was sending Alice in search of 
a permanent haven. 

Now she’s found it. Found it in a 
man who also came through success 
with all its accompanying noisy fan- 
fare to find true happiness in the 
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simple things of a simple life. 
They met for the first time ten 


years ago. Phil remembers every- 
thing about that meeting. It hap- 
pened on the roof garden of the 
Pennsylvania Hotel when Rudy Val- 
lee beckoned over the little blonde 
that sang with his band. 


a LICE, this is Phil Harris. His 

band is going to follow ours 
here for an engagement.” They sat 
down at a table, Phil recalls, and 
talked for fifteen minutes about noth- 
ing much at all. Alice was beginning 
her career then and so was the new 
bandleader. Neither knew or dared 
to dream of the success that lay ahead 
for each of them, of the amazing 
events that would carry them on. 
Certainly they couldn’t foresee that 
ten years later, in a little Ventura 
Boulevard restaurant out in Califor- 
nia, they’d look at each other over 
their midnight sandwiches and say 
“Hello” as if those ten years had never 
been. 

They were neighbors in the village 
of Encino and yet they’d never met. 
Alice could look over from her garden 
and see Phil’s place and yet their 
paths had somehow never crossed 
since that night ten years ago. Alice 
had gone on to stardom and Phil’s 
band had become a part of Hollywood, 
appearing weekly on Jack Benny’s 
NBC radio (Continued on page 74) 
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wood, a town full of stories that 
can’t be told with names be- 
cause they’re too true to print. Each 
and every one is about a star you 
know well. They are stories told over 
cocktails at bridge parties in Beverly 
Hills and whispered of over the mixed 
green salads of glamour girls lunching 
together, and talked about by firelight 
in the evening at a star’s ranch in the 
San Fernando Valley. 
And that’s all right. 
But you can’t print them, sometimes 
because they are too intimate, some- 
times because they would fashion an 


| ARKEN to these tales of Holly- 


She fell madly in love with a young 
business executive, took him — 


where, introduced him to everybody 
who was Anybody. He had a wonderful 
time ... then the inevitable happened 
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about Hollywood | 


Oh, can't we, though! A daring insider's glimpse of censorable facts 


impression of Hollywood that isn’t 
typical of Hollywood at all, often be- 
cause the heroes and heroines of the 
stories have forgotten them and never 
want to recall them again. 

O. Henry would have loved these 
tales. So de Maupassant would have. 
O. Henry and de Maupassant would 
have changed the real names to Mary 
and John and Celestine and Raoul, 
and told the stories anyway. 

And that’s what we will do. 

So if you find in these accounts 
any resemblance to actual persons, 
living or dead—you’ve probably 
guessed right! 


BY DOROTHY KILGALLEN 





THE AUTHOR 


Twenty-seven-year-old Dorothy Kil- 
gallien is one of America's fore- 
most journalists, the girl who has 
had the most startling rise of any 
woman in the newspaper business. 
The first woman to fly around the 
world, she circled the globe in 1936, 
to win a time race over two male 
newspapermen competitors. Her 
daily column, "Voice of Broadway," 
is read from coast to coast; her 
radio broadcasts are favorite lis- 
tening to millions of people; her 
articles and stories have appeared 
in America's leading magazines 
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Barbara was considered by many 
the most beautiful star in Hollywood, 
Martin the most brilliant and promis- 
ing young director. Barbara had a 
husband, Jim, whom she adored, but 
when she met Martin a new love 
flamed into the picture and the old 
domestic adoration grew stale. 

But she never told Jim, and he never 
guessed. He was perfectly happy, as 
he’d always been—until the night on 
which this story begins and ends... . 

It was one of those lavish Holly- 
wood parties. After an excellent din- 
ner, the proud hostess of the new 
mansion wanted to show her guests— 


especially the feminine guests—the 
appointments of her beautifully dec- 
orated house. Her husband, and Jim 
and a few of the other boys stayed 
in the bar, chatting, while the rest 
of the famous assemblage went on the 
tour of inspection. 

“This is the linen closet,” explained 
the hostess. “It’s padded with satin, 
and the light clicks on automatically 
when you open the door.” 

She flung open the linen closet 
door, and there, in the brilliant light, 
as in a crystal candy Easter egg, 
stood Barbara and Martin, in a close 
embrace. (Continued on page 108) 





















She's in love with a lad who was 
just jilted by a prominent star. 
It's a romance all right—but not 
the kind her fan club imagines... 


“Look,” he bargained, "introduce me 
as a society pal from the East. 
I'll do some fast dealing and .. ." 
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Gathering place of the Ameche clan of fifteen is the pool, high- 
lighted here by Don, father of Donnie, Ronnie, Tommy and Lonny 


F YOU should pass a house near 
Encino, from which sounds of un- 
inhibited hilarity issue, it’s prob- 

ably Don Ameche’s house. If you 
should sneak across the lawn and peer 
through the window, you might be 
greeted by some such spectacle as 
this. 

The furniture has been pushed 
against the wall to clear a space for 
football practice. Brother Louis starts 
a ten-foot dash from the dining room. 
Don leaps at him for a flying tackle. 
Ameches of assorted sizes, shapes and 
ages form an interested audience. 
Prominent among them, because they 
squeal the loudest, are two towheaded 
youngsters. Grandpa has to hold their 
squirming bodies tight to keep them 
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from hurling themselves under their 
father’s heels. 

“Nuts!” says Don. “Louis’s not 
heavy enough. Betty, you climb on 
his back.” 

Brother Jim’s young wife is hoisted 
to Louis’s back. Don leaps again and 
Betty takes a header into the fire- 
place. Honore—Honey to her hus- 
band, and well named both by reason 
of her hair and her disposition—is 
first to reach Betty’s side. But not 
before that young lady has risen, 
dusted herself off and observed 
calmly: “Not so hot. Let’s do it 
again.” Honore departs for the kitch- 
en, to help Irene and Annie rustle 
dinner for the mob. 


The Ameche house is run for 


Ameches, and not for show. It’s a 
kind of rallying center for the whole 
clan, which is large enough to keep 
things lively. There are Don and 
Honore and their four young ones— 
Dominic junior, seven, Ronald, five, 
and Thomas and Laurence, two and 
one respectively on July 20—they 
were born just a year apart. Don’s 
father and mother live close by. So 
do Jim and Betty, so do Louis and 
Polly. 

Jim is the brother you’ve heard on 
the radio, whose voice sounds so like 
Don’s. Louis is the brother who used 
to walk the floor with the first baby, 
so Don and Honore could catch a 
couple of winks. He was married a 
couple of years ago to nineteen-year- 
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«~ Ameches play another way. This unceremonious visit lets you in on 


cent family performances you've ever seen 
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Tough guy of the four Ameche sons is 
Ronnie (right, with Don and Honore). 
Usually mud-smeared, he calls himself 
"Butch," rates more attention in the 
woodshed than any of his brothers 







BY IRENE ZARAT 


old Pollyanna, with Honore’s brother 


officiating and Don as best man. Polly 
was an orphan and can’t get over the 
wonder of having a family. 

Catherine and Mary Jane and Anne, 
Don’s little sisters, go to boarding 
school, but come home for week ends. 
Only brother Bert, studying architec- 
ture in Paris, and a married sister 
in Kenosha are missing from the 
family circle. Intimates like Chet and 
Harriet Lauck—he’s the Lum of “Lum 
and Abner’’—trail in and out. 

Irene and Annie and Gabe work 
there, “but they’re not servants,” says 
Honore. “They live with us and they 
eat with us and they’re free to bring 
their friends in, like any member of 
the family.” Honore took Annie on 
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in Chicago as a mother’s helper. 
Irene, Annie’s friend, came to them 
two years ago to do the cooking. 
Gabe was a Belgian war baby, 
adopted by the nuns at the school 
Don attended in boyhood. They be- 
came close friends and when the 
Ameches were newly married in Chi- 
cago, Gabe would come in to wash 
windows for Honore. Once they were 
settled in Hollywood, they lost no 
time in sending for him. 

To celebrate Don’s first birthday 
after their marriage, Honore cooked 
a festive dinner, invited Louis and 
hired a little country girl to serve it. 
This essay into elegance was meant 
as a surprise to her husband. The 
effect was marred by the handmaid, 





who entered giggling, spilled the soup, 
flopped a deprecatory hand and said, 
“Sha!” Instead of pretending with 
dignity that nothing had happened, 
Don and Louis exploded into yells of 
joy. “All right, my lad,” thought 
Honore. “If you like it that way, that’s 
the way we'll have it.” 

Actually, she takes no more kindly 
than does Don to formality. When 
formal entertainment is indicated, the 
Ameches go to the Vendome. The 
tempo of the house isn’t suited to 
stateliness. They don’t believe in 
shushing the kids. They want Grand- 
pa to feel free to drop in for a game 
of Call Rummy when the notion takes 
him. If they’re not in to play with 
him, Gabe and the girls will be. Soup 


31 





is no longer spilled, but at Christmas 
dinners, with thirty round the board, 
“we more or less throw things at each 
other.” 

Don is ready for anything at any 
hour. “He’ll fall flat on his face,” says 
Honore, “before he’ll go to bed.” A 
day at the studio doesn’t begin to 
exhaust his energy. Turning in at the 
gate, he yells, “Hey, Pete! Hey, Mike!” 
and the kids come running for foot- 
ball. They’re the footballs. “You 
threw him higher!” shrieks Ronnie. 
“Throw me again.” 


N fight nights the radio is dragged 
into the dining room. After din- 
ner they play games or dance. Since 
Don learned to tap for “Hollywood 
Cavalcade,” they stage tapping con- 
tests. Later they'll sit down to a bout 
of Call Rummy. The big loser gets 
taken for as much as fifty cents. Or 
they'll run homemade movies. An 
outfit, supplied by Honore as a birth- 
day gift, turned Don into a camera 
fiend, with the children as preferred 
victims. He'll lie in wait to catch 
Donnie’s toothless grin or Ronnie, 
mud-smeared. 

According to his mother, Donnie 
has a trace of manners. Ronnie’s the 
tough guy. The tougher, the better, 
says Don, who can’t abide a sissy. Not 
that his sons show any lilylike symp- 
toms. But he feels you can’t start 
them too young on the right track. 
He has exercise periods with Tommy 
and Lonny, who grab their father’s 
fingers in manful attempts at jiujutsu. 
Thomas Anthony, by the way, was to 
have been Anthony straight, till his 
parents reflected on what his future 
schoolmates could do with “Tony 
Ameech.” Laurence Michael was 
to have been Michael Joseph, but 
they decided his nose would be out of 
joint unless he had a nickname to 
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rhyme with those of his brothers. 

At two and a half, Ronnie’s head 
was a mass of fair curls. Unluckily 
for Honore, Don overheard a visitor’s 
comment. “The little boy’s cute, but 
the girl’s a darling.” 

“Imagine calling that hulk a girl!” 
fumed his father. “Have those curls 
cut off right away.” 

Honore, who keeps her sentimental 
side under control, took Ronnie to 
the barber but quailed at sight of the 
shears and brought him home intact. 
Don sent him back in charge of Gabe. 

“Have him just bobbed,” Honore 
pleaded. 

“Have him shaved,” yelled Don. 

Trying to strike a happy medium, 
Gabe brought the lamb back well 
trimmed but with the shadow of a 
curl over his forehead. Don surveyed 
him that evening. “Come here, Boo- 
boo, I want to show you something.” 
They disappeared into the bathroom 
and presently emerged with Booboo 
shouting, “Boy, do I look like Daddy! 
Am I cute!” Daddy had hacked at 


The tempo of the Ameche house, 
not suited to stateliness, is set by 
the chintz and sunshine atmosphere 
of the living room (left). Below: 
Don and Honore hold Tommy and 
Donnie respectively. Don, asa father, 
is ready be anything. “He'll fall 


flat on his face," says golden-haired 
Honore, "before he'll go to bed" 


his hair with a nail scissors till it 
resembled a nest of unrelated straw. 
His mother, who knows when she’s 
licked, took him down to the barber 
herself next day. 

If you want to curry favor with the 
boys, don’t call them by their given 

(Continued on page 80) a 
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Leading “will they marry or won't they” 
couple is Judy Garland and Dave Rose. 
Her chart shows her husband must be a 


sophisticate. 


The stars say “no” to the 
Lana Turner and Tony Mar- 
tin duet. Will it be mar- 
riage—and then divorce? 


= HOLMES is one of the 
two or three top-flight astrologists in 
Hollywood. Her clientele embraces 
the most glittering names in the social 
and motion-picture world. 

She is the wife of Stuart Holmes, 
who made a name for himself in silent 
pictures. In 1924 they moved into a 
house among the Hollywood hills, 
formerly occupied by the Krotona In- 
stitute, a theosophical society. Mrs. 
Holmes found herself poring over 
books on theosophy and astrology left 
behind by the previous tenants. Her 
interest was stirred, she continued to 
study and presently to teach. Occa- 
sionally, at the request of a student, 
she would write someone’s chart. 
When 1928 knocked the pinnings from 
under the silents and 1929 from under 
the general financial structure, she 
could no longer afford to pursue 
her hobby as a hobby and turned it 
instead into a lucrative profession. 
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The eminent astrologer Blanca Holmes takes the seven 


top Hollywood couples, tells you whether they 


will or won't marry — and why 


She’s especially grateful to Mrs. 
Jack Warner, an eager student of as- 
trology, who introduced Mrs. Holmes 
into her large and brilliant circle, and 
to Sidney Skolsky, the first column- 
ist to remove his tongue from his 
cheek before writing about astrology. 

She’s small, dark, businesslike and 
serene-looking. The following article 
reports some of her findings on the 
romances of some of your favorite 
movie stars. Her conclusions are 
based solely on the readings of the 
celestial bodies. Astrology maintains 
that, according to planet placements, 
certain courses are likely and advis- 


able at one time, unlikely and inad- 
visable at another. 

Under this phase, an action may 
culminate favorably; under that 
phase, disastrously. There is nothing 
inevitable about either outcome. The 
stars, Mrs. Holmes says, don’t cross 
us up. It’s we who cross them up. 


Lana Turner—Tony Martin 


Mrs. Holmes Believes: They will not 
marry. If, contrary to astral indica- 
tions, they should, the union would be 
dissolved. 

Reasons: Lana is an Aquarian, as 
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Vividly attracted to each other now 
are Greg Bautzer and Dorothy Lamour. 
But the sarong queen is inclined to 
exaggerate her emotions greatly; so... 


BY IDA ZEITLIN 


are half of the players under contract 
to Metro. She is best suited to a man 
born between the middle of February 
and the middle of March. Artie Shaw 
was born on May 23, Tony Martin on 
Christmas Day. Incidentally, on the 
heels of Lana’s surprise marriage: to 
Artie, Mrs. Holmes made two predic- 
tions: That they would be divorced 
and that Lana would waive alimony. 
Both forecasts proved accurate. 

According to her own horoscope, 
Lana would be smart to postpone 
marriage for several years. She is 
entering a period crucial to her career, 
which is of the first importance to 
her and which promises to be highly 
successful. It was this which broke 
up her marriage to Shaw. Their tem- 
peraments clashed, it’s true, but they 
clashed most fiercely against dat ole 
debbil, career, which meant more to 
each than the other. 

Well, Tony was born under a sign 
which makes him even more ambi- 
tious than Artie and gives him greater 
faith in himself. He’ll let nothing— 
but nothing—come between him and 
professional advancement. Tempera- 
mentally, too, he and Lana are op- 
posed. He’s cagey, deliberate, mulls 
things over, reaches conclusions 
through the processes of sober logic 
and careful thought. She’s quick, im- 
pulsive and acts on instinct. Like her 
speech and gestures, her mind is 
abrupt. The stars say no to marriage 
with Tony, but Lana who, like all 
Aquarians, is somewhat erratic at 
times, might defy them and say yes. 
In which case, the marriage would be 
likely to peter out into a sister- 
and-brother (Continued on page 85) 
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Not a good setup, ac- 
cording to the stars, 
is the Dolores Del 
Rio-Orson Welles com- 
bine. But Dolores’ 
chart has a decisive , 
factor thaf settles it 4 


Temperamentally suited 
like ham and eggs are Betty 
Grable and George Raft. 


But is their object marriage? 


Most definite of all Mrs. 
Holmes’ predictions is the one 
she makes about the future of 
George Brent and Ann Sheridan 
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b ER two grandmothers were 
hanging over her cradle on _ that 
mid-September day in 1915 when she 
was born, so they named the red- 
headed, precious curly-haired bundle 
from heaven Martha and Ellen after 
the two old ladies. Martha Ellen, they 
called her, Martha Ellen Scott, the 
little angel. Whereupon the little 
angel started lying and being a tom- 
boy almost at once. 

Being a tomboy was intentional. 
She wanted to keep up with her two 
small, excessively male cousins. The 
lying was mere dramatic instinct. She 
knew from the moment of her earliest 
consciousness that she was going to 
be somebody in this world. Her 
dreams then were even greater than 
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The imopining Dito story. of Matha Scott 


They called her Martha Ellen Scott, the 
little angel. The redheaded little angel 
started telling fibs almost at once 


her present triumph that has made 
her, at the end of her first year on 
the screen, a candidate, if not a win- 
ner, for an Academy Award. 
Today’s Martha Scott, slim, small, 
and most deceptively delicate, gets a 
bit misty-eyed at the thought of all 
the acclaim that has come to her for 
“Our Town,” “The Howards of Vir- 
ginia” and “Cheers for Miss Bishop.” 
She gets wide-eyed at the heights 
she is told lie before her. She gets 
starry-eyed whenever she mentions 
her husband, Carleton Alsop (which 
is every two sentences). But back 
there in 1915 and for the next twelve 
years onward, she expected to be 
nothing less than the first woman 
president of the United States. It was 





"HW POILNG 10 BE SOMEBODY ‘ 
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She started out to be the first woman 
president. Which gives you a pretty good 
idea as to why this story of her life 


turned out to be such a riotous chronicle 


BY 


RUTH WATERBURY 


this conviction of her spotlighted 
destiny that made her choose Gee’s 
Creek, Missouri, as her birthplace. 

Gee’s Creek was not her birthplace. 
It was actually Jamesport, Missouri, a 
near-by and larger town. But Martha 
always declared, and even told her 
original Hollywood interviewers, that 
she first saw the light of life in Gee’s 
Creek, because she thought that 
sounded better. Gee’s Creek was just 
what you’d expect, a town with a 
store, a couple of streets and a little 
white church, much like “Grovers 
Corners” in “Our Town” which intro- 
duced her both to Broadway and 
Hollywood. 

She had a wonderful little girlhood 
there on the farm in Jamesport and 
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An entrancina frills-and- 
flounces view of Martha, the 
worst tomboy on the block 





she probably would have grown up 
and married and lived happily and 
unknown forever after if it hadn’t 
been for her father’s bent for ma- 
chines and engines taking all the 
Scotts to Kansas City, and Martha’s 
encountering love and an inferiority 
complex all at once. 

In Jamesport, she had asked no 
more of life than the constant society 
of two little boy cousins and one 
“nintimate” girl friend. You know, 
perhaps, how it is with little girls. 
They find one other pal in school and 
sidle up to her and say, “Will you be 
my nintimate friend?” By which they 
mean practically a soulmate, who 
shares secrets and candy bars and 
walks home (Continued on page 82) 
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She gets misty-eyed and wide-eyed and 
starry-eyed by turn. You would to, if 
you had her past, present—and future 
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Villain at.the bottom of this last- 
chance business is the Hays office 
who blew their censorial trumpet and 
banned sweaters from films forever. 
So gaze ruefully at Sheila Ryan. . . . 


Forbidden fruit from now on is 
an evening sweater like this one of 
Brenda's, which makes the code 
critics blush and Hollywood sing a 
blues song about the good old days 


. . and Brenda Joyce, who's all 
dressed up in what the censors call 
a degrading element. She's think- 
ing of the days when the wardrobes 
of sirens were the bare essentials 


at SWEATE 


Take a last-minute look at Brenda, 
then send your regrets to Holly- 
wood—and Mr. Gable, who's now 
engaged in tearfully packing away 
all his favorite turtle-neck sweaters 
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FLIGHT 
WOWHERE 


T Gay Stevens’ scream the hangar door opened 
A and disappeared into a space at the left. Axel, 
the mechanic, stood there looking at her, his 
red-veined hands rubbing at his sleeping eyes, his 
mouth wide open. Anyone would have thought the 
scream had issued from his mouth, not from Gay’s. 

“Axel, warm up a plane.” 

Major Stevens, in dungarees and a woolen army shirt, 
appeared suddenly at Axel’s side. 

“The old O. J. is ready,” he said. “Hop in.” 

Gay all but wept. 

“That pile of junk? That’s all you have?” 

The Major patted the nearest wing and blew a tiny 
cloud of dust off it. 

“It’s all we need,” he said calmly. “It’s an old 
observation ship with a new radial engine in her and 
the Gay supercharger.” 

Gay stepped hastily into the plane. The pilot’s cock- 
pit was just below the wings, she saw. Her father 
seated himself, thrust his arms into an old leather 
coat and kicked the engine into life. The plane roared 
out toward the wide gray sea. 

There was no moon and the stars were dull and 
gave no light. The heavens were littered with dark 
clouds, black against the dark gray of the sky. There 
was nothing but gloom ahead, nothing but gloom below, 
and to the right, and to the left... . 

Gay’s hands were cold and numb. She kept tight 
hold on the back of the pilot’s seat. She had no words 
now, but little half-shaped prayers came tumbling up 
from the depths of her consciousness to warm her 
hopes. Would they ever find Bob Fuller, flying some- 
where in the murky night, flying out to sea? 

She lived over again in her mind those terrible mo- 
ments at Hollywood’s Mocambo where Bob had taken 
her to dinner that very night, saw again the stricken 
look on his face, when Muriel Cowley, the Muriel 
Cowley, brilliant film actress, had tried to take a white 
feather from a woman’s hat and give it to him. Muriel 
Cowley, close friend of Bob’s, whose name had been 
linked with his in the columns, should have known 
better. She must have known that the reason Holly- 
wood’s top male star wasn’t in the draft was because 
he had injured his lungs saving a dog in a studio fire. 
She must have known, too, the unfair criticism he had 
had to stand just because he couldn’t—or wouldn’t— 
explain his deferment. 

Gay was glad, now, that she had slapped Muriel. It 
had at least brought her to her senses again, for Muriel, 
drinking, was a hard person to manage. No wonder, 
Gay mused, when Muriel had threatened to divorce 
her husband, the husband had threatened to file an 
answer. She remembered reading that if the Cow- 
ley divorce went through, Muriel would marry Bob 
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BY 


EDWARD 


DOHERTY 


ILLUSTRATION BY CARL MUELLER 


Muriel threw herself at Bob as soon as he got out of the car. “Oh, Bob 
darling," she cried, "| think | should have gone stark staring mad if you 


hadn't come!" 


Fuller, Hollywood’s biggest male star. 


Was she out here, flying through: 


darkness, trying to save a man from 
suicide just so that he could marry 
another woman? For Bob’s mind was 
on suicide; she knew that. She could 
still see the look on his face as he 
had said good-by to her after he had 
flown her home to the little house in 
San Diego where she lived so quietly 
with her inventor-father, Major 
Stevens. 

“Tt isn’t fair,” she’d said. “It isn’t 


aucust, 1941 


It was as though Gay and the Major weren't even there 


fair that you should let people despise 
you. You could tell them the truth.” 

“Sure, but who’d believe it?” His 
laugh had been bitter. 

“It hurts that much?” she’d said. 

“It hurts so much,” he’d answered 
her quietly, “that sometimes I wish 
I'd died in that fire.” 

Then he had bent and kissed her 
quickly and, without another word, 
had stepped into his plane and 
taken off. 

Her mind had 


in a whirl, she 


There is more than one way 


to defeat the “other wo- 


man."' Gay knew them all. 


But this was something she, 


or any other honest girl, 


wouldn't even try to fight 


watched the plane until it was almost 
a speck in the sky. And then she had 
screamed. For Bob Fuller wasn’t fly- 
ing back to Hollywood. He was 
headed out to sea! 


HE came back with a start to the 

present. The sky ahead was 
flooded with white light. It was the 
Major’s new invention, destined for 
use in the Army—a beam that would 
light up the sky for thousands of 
yards ahead. 

But there was nothing in the heav- 
ens—only cloud drifts. 

The plane soared up to ten thousand 
feet and the beam was playing now 
in wide circles. 

A spark drifted into her sight, high 
up and to the right; a sight as soul- 
stirring as the first glimpse of land 
must have been to Columbus. 

“There he is,” she cried, digging 
her fingers into her father’s shoulders. 

“Don’t point,” he said calmly. 

“Thank God!” Gay whimpered and 
let the tears fall where they might. 

“When a girl weeps like that,” her 
father observed, “an old man begins | 
to wonder how many grandchildren 
will bless his declining years.” 

“Do shut up,” Gay gulped. “He 
doesn’t see us. He doesn’t see any- 
thing.” 

The Major indicated a receiver-like 
object over Gay’s right shoulder. 
“There’s a mike in it,” he said. “Take 
it off the hook and speak into it 
naturally.” 

“And he’ll hear me? Over the roar 
of two motors?” 

“He'll hear you distinctly.” The 
Major switched a beam of light full 
onto the red plane and Gay spoke 
into the mike. (Continued on page 87) 
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Popular member of a set that has plenty of 
sock appeal is Marilyn Thorpe, eight years 
old. Her assets are a pug nose, alluring 
freckles and a mother named Mary Astor. Her 
father is Dr. Franklyn Thorpe, Mary's first 
husband. The photographer is—Mary Astor 
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Wag of the major minors is Beverly Wills, whose airy 
nothings keep Hollywood supplied with after-dinner stories. 
Daughter of arcs ita Joan Davis and ex-vaudevillian Si 
Wills, she made her screen debut in “Love Affair," poses 
here in approved Hollywood fashion with a grin and two 
pets, Sonny, a Boston bull, and the thoroughbred Big Boy 


CET OUR CHILDREN 


Good bet for a 1960 collar ad is Tono 
del Campo, two-year-old son of Mary 
Astor and Manuel del Campo, cutter 
for M-G-M. His golden-brown hair and 
dark Latin eyes rate him a good profit Thinking about spinach is Jackie Jones (left), three- 
in the daily graham-cracker business year-old son of Allan Jones and Irene Hervey. He sings 
like Papa, looks a lot like Mama and wants to be a police- 
man when he grows up. Below: Standout in the class where 
dimples are a dime a dozen is Virginia ("Ginger") Gaines, 
bouncing-baby daughter of Brenda Marshall and her 
divorced husband Richard Gaines, New York stage actor 











=. “~~ 
bf Fe eg PO 
: > . ae . re 
- i Ol al . 


Brother and sister beach act by nine-year-old Shirley Anne 
and five-year-old Guy Jr., children of Guy Kibbee. Heavy 


press of 


siness takes their minds off Papa Guy's camera 


at Laguna Beach, California, makes Mr. Kibbee a rival of 
Hyman Fink in the informal candid class. Kibbee offspring 
antics make Guy's eyes rounder than they ever were in movies 


Illustrated invitation from the star overlords of 
Hollywood to meet the people who lord it over them. 


Private pictures taken by the stars themselves 


“Blondie's" brunette: Dorothy 
Grace Singleton, five-year-old 
offspring of Penny Singleton, 
“Dee Gee" to the lollypop gang. 
One point. of dissension be- 
tween Blondie and the brunette 
is that Penny doesn't understand 
fluent kindergarten French 





Papa's pride and joy is Joan 
Benny, "Joanie" to Jack. She's 
a girl with the best radio tie-up 
in the world—her father always 
broadcasts good-night to her 
when he's away from home. Be- 
ing a Benny, she plays backgam- 
mon at the tender age of six 
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Woman of action is Susie Tracy, daugh- 
ter of Spencer, who swings from trees 
with the greatest of ease. She's red- 
headed, goes for overalls and braids, 
concentrates on being a tomboy in 
all the San Fernando Valley back yards 


Big shot of the carriage trade is 
ear-old Daniel David, son of the 
Millands. Snapped at four months by 
his father, he is the reason why ladies 
check on babies’ weights before sitting 
down next to Ray at any dinner table 





OMETIMES in the midst of this 
S strange, exciting existence that 

has been mine since I was given 
my role in “I Wanted Wings” and 
became a part of Hollywood, I stop 
and think to myself, Ronnie, is this 
you? And I marvel—not so much 
because I find myself in pictures at 
last after just about breaking my 
heart trying and never succeeding at 
all, but because it was after I had 
given up trying that I achieved the 
success I had strived for so long. 

You see, there was a time when I 
said to myself, Ronnie, my girl, you’re 
a fool! The price on what you’re after 
is too high. Forget the whole thing! 
And I did. And then success sought 
me out. Hollywood came to me. That 
is the way things work, sometimes. 
You get what you want only after 
you've stopped caring whether you 
get it or not. 

But I cared for a while. For two 
years and a half I cared. And because 
I did, I made sacrifices—not of money, 
perhaps, but of happiness and peace 
of mind. I suffered embarrassment 
and shame. I went through a good 
many trials I wish I might forget. 


Up 


Y VERONICA LAKE 


It is the story of those trials I 
should like to tell now. Perhaps some 
other girl may profit by my experi- 
ences. ‘Perhaps some other girl may 
decide, as I did at last, that the game 
is not worth the candle. It so often 
isn’t, you know—so terribly, heart- 
breakingly often. 

True, my own case seems to con- 
tradict that, but it only seems to. I 
had my dreams and ambitions and 
bright hopes, but I lost them. Now, 
if life appears wonderful—and it does 
—career is not the sole reason, nor 
even the main reason. There is some- 
thing else bigger and better. But I 
am getting ahead of myself. That 
comes later. 

I was born at Lake Placid, New 
York, and my father is H. A. Keane, 
the commercial artist. Dad and 
Mother are the kind of people to 
whom a daughter was from the be- 
ginning someone, not to “bring up,” 
but to make friends with. They never 
talked baby talk to me. They never 
“shushed” me when I asked embar- 
rassing questions, as children will. 
They answered me honestly, seri- 
ously. Nor was I lectured on right 


and wrong, with candy a reward for 
being good, spanking the penalty for 
naughtiness. It was just assumed 
around our house that because we 
three loved and respected each other 
we would be good—that we wouldn’t 
hurt each other, wouldn’t do any- 
thing shabby or mean. 

Perhaps this may sound pretty far 
afield from my story, but I don’t 
believe that it is. Because when we 
had moved to California and I be- 
came identified with the Bliss Hayden 
School of Dramatics and subsequently 
decided to try my luck in the movies, 
that background of affection and trust 
gave me something to tie to. And I 
needed something, at times. 


MEAN in instances like this: Early 

in my pursuit of a career, it was 
suggested I hire an agent. So I did. 
Of course, I couldn’t get a very im- 
portant agent because I was an un- 
known, but I found this one:and he 
said the very first thing to do in = 
campaign to win over Hollywood was © 
to “be seen around.” 

“Go places and do things,” he 
advised me. (Continued on page 97) 


I suffered embarrassment and shame. IJ went through a good many trials 


I wish J might forget. .. I wondered if the game wete worth the candle 
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- You 


HOW TO BE A GOOD HOSTESS ~e 


AND HOW 10 BE A GOOD GUEST 


Rosalind Russell: A 
prominent hostess who 
knows how to get the 
most out of party life 


OT only are you the star of your 

life but, for the most part, you 
write the story and direct the action, 
too. Consequently, life’s going to be 
just what you make it—no better, no 
worse. Obviously, any good thing you 
don’t reach for you’re going to miss. 
This brings us to social graces. For 
social graces lead straight to popular- 
ity, one of the shortest and surest 
roads to happiness. Also, to bring 
men into it, men are predisposed 
towards the girl who is popular and 
knows her way around socially—even 
the men who insist they don’t care 
about such things. It’s right they 
should be, too! For the girl who is 
socially well-adjusted makes the best 
wife. She can entertain her husband’s 
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Myrna Loy: Leader in 
Hollywood's sophisti- 
cated set, she has 
miracle suggestions 


business friends. She can make a fine 
place for her family in any com- 
munity. 

Let’s play Truth for a few minutes. 

Are you one of those happy human 
beings who master social grace in all 
of its five phases? In other words: 

Do you have pleasing importance in 
your community, church, club or 
school? 

Do you have happy relationships 
with your friends? 

Do you make a desirable impres- 
sion upon acquaintances? 

Do you shine as a hostess? 

Do you find yourself sought as a 
guest? 

If you can answer these questions 
with an honest affirmative, turn to the 


Bette Davis: A hostess 
with a flair for in- 
formal entertaining 
of the “artiste group’ 


next story, this isn’t for you. If, on 
the other hand, your answers to these 
questions convince you there’s some- 
thing wrong somewhere, read on—it 
was for you we went to Hollywood 
to ferret out the social secrets of the 
stars. . 

It takes no social magic for a star 
to appear to: social advantage on the 
screen. The supporting cast darn well 
have to buzz around her like bees 
around a big, fragrant flower. It’s in 
the script! But off screen the stars, 
like everybody else, have their own 
way to make. It was those girls who 
make their way most brilliantly whom 
we sought, whose social life we dis- 
sected and whose clever tactics we 
preserved in shorthand notes in order 
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Claudette Colbert: 
| One of Hollywood's 
"400," she gives the 
dinner party perfect 


to help you get over on the happiness 
side, too. 

One thing our investigation proved 
—definitely! When you're out of 
kilter socially a few minor adjust- 
ments usually will have you ready to 
take the toughest kind of a social 
grade in high. You don’t have to be 
born with social grace. 

First of all, say our Hollywood 
social leaders: 


Be Somebody in Your Community 

Don’t be footless, like a gypsy. 
Make up your mind what you're go- 
ing to do in the way of civic, charita- 
ble, church, or school work and do it 
efficiently and graciously .. . Rosa- 
lind Russell. 
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Joan Bennett: Her 
hints are priceless for 
all married or about- 
to-be-married girls 






Fill out the various forms that are 
sent to you at different times and 
mail them—it won’t kill you . 
Rosalind Russell. 

Co-operate with your town by 
hanging out a flag on holidays and 
lighting the tree at your door at 
Christmas . . . Rosalind Russell. 


Don't Be Proud 

Beware of the stiff-necked pride 
that keeps you from making an effort 
to please people. 

Take the attitude, “If people don’t 
like me for myself I don’t want their 
friendship” and you'll get nowhere— 
fast! People will like you for yourself 
only if they find you charming. And 
you won't. be charming—count on 


We think this is one of the most 











valuable articles that has ever 
been printed—the second in a sig- 
nal series designed to show you 


how to find your place in the sun 


- 


BY ADELE 


WHITELY FLETCHER 


ILLUSTRATION BY SI MEZEROW 


Ouida Bergere Rath- 
bone: Famous social . 
leader, the gracious 
wife of Basil Rathbone 


this'\—unless you make an effort to 
please . . . Rosalind Russell. 

Give people a chance to talk about 
those things which interest them and — 
about which they talk well and be 
quick to applaud verbally, to say, 
“How very clear you make’ it!” or “I 
hadn’t thought of that!” or something 
of the kind . . . Ouida Bergere. 

When you're responsible for a 
charity bazaar or a club dinner or 
any similar activity ask people to help 
you. For when you try to do every- 
thing yourself you don’t corner all 
the glory, you corner all the criticism, 
as you deserve to do. Be generous, too, 
with the credit you give those who do, 
the least thing for you... Ouida 
Bergere. . (Continued on page 77) 
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Study in strength: 
Joan Crawford, star 
of “A Woman's Face’ 








Study of a profile that is the inspiration for the "We Want Flynn” chant: Errol Flynn of Warners’ ''Dive Bomber"' 





—sung to the tune of skis, skates 


and hearts in this charm-packed romance 


of the little refugee skater who gets her man 


Fiction version 


oduced by 


A . 
T the time, adopting a refugee 


baby had seemed a smart way of 
getting publicity. Winchell had de- 
voted a whole half-column to it. 
There was something irresistibly ap- 
pealing about the thought of a dance 
band’s opening its collective arms and 
heart to a little homeless tot from 
Europe. Nifty Allen, press agent and 
general roustabout for the Dartmouth 
Troubadours, was rather smug be- 
cause the stunt had been his idea. 

But all that was before the baby 
actually arrived. In fact, six months 
before. And when a man from the 
Immigration Service handed Ted Scott 
a paper saying that day after tomor- 
srow he had to be at Ellis Island to 
receive his infant charge, it came as 
a shock, since everyone in the band 
had forgotten all about it. 

“This was your idea,” Ted, who 
played the piano and sang choruses, 
said darkly to Nifty. “And I’m stuck 
with the kid because I was the only 
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ilton Sperling. Directed by H. Bruce Humberstone 


one in the outfit that had a fountain 
pen to sign the application. Well, it’s 
out. We don’t need the publicity now 
—we got a job. We'll tell ’em we 
don’t want a baby.” 

“You can’t,” said Phil Corey, the 
band leader, blinking distressedly be- 
hind his spectacles. “You’re respon- 
sible. It says so, right here on the 
notice.” 

Nifty tried to comfort Ted. “After 
all, didn’t you tell me you wanted to 
be a father?” 

“Yeah,” Ted admitted. “But I want 
to do it my way.” 

Nevertheless, he was at Ellis Island 
two days later, backed up by the full 
personnel of the Dartmouth Trouba- 
dours and a brace of newspaper pho- 
tographers. Solemn, quaintly dressed 
children, each with a big numbered 
tag attached somewhere, were being 
parcelled out to embarrassed Amer- 
ican adults. When the loud-speaker 
trumpeted “Number thirty-six,” Nifty 
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pushed Ted toward the gate. “That’s 
yours,” he said; then added, at Ted's 
glare, “I mean ours.” 

Ted’s eyes focussed at about the 
distance from the floor you’d expect 
a four-year-old’s head to be. All they 
found was a full skirt of green woo! 
Apprehensively, they traveled upward 
and discovered a blonde young per- 
son with dimples and a complexion 
you seldom see outside of a colored 
ad for cosmetics. Hanging from the 
lapel of a jacket that had obviously 
been made by hand was a tag which 
said plainly “36.” 

“This gentleman,” a sour-faced offi- 
cial said, “is your sponsor.” 

“How do you do,” the young person 
said to Ted, stepped forward, put her 
arms around his neck and kissed him 
on the cheek. 

The photographers Nifty had 
brought along raised their cameras, 
flashed lights, and took pictures, grin- 
ning ghoulishly. 
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The young person stood back and 
beamed, taking in Ted’s flustered face 
with evident pleasure. “That,” she 
announced, “is how we greet our 
friends in Norway. My name is Karen 
Benson.” 

Ted led his new acquisition back to 
the other members of the band. Some- 
thing seemed to have happened to his 
vocal chords. They were paralyzed, 
or something. Nifty Allen rose to the 
eccasion. He performed introductions 
all around, babbling only a very little, 
and finally gathered luggage and con- 
voyed Ted and Karen to the ferry slip, 
where he pushed them into a cab. 

Ted, crumpled into one corner of 
the leather-upholstered seat, realized 
that Karen was looking at him as if 
she were trying to commit his face to 
memory. 

“You are very yotng,” she said, 
“to have a wife and three children.” 

Ted jumped. “Where did you get 
that idea?” (Continued on page 92) 
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Ted had thought 
that taking a ref- 
ugee baby would 
be a swell pub- 
licity stunt, but— 
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Her hair is red, her eyes are green and she's on speak- 





ing terms with leprechauns. She's Geraldine Fitzgerald— 


A LADY who receives strangers 
in a blue and white pinafore and 
serves them potato pancakes of her 
own manufacture—young, redheaded 
and beautiful, though she be—is un- 
disputably quaint. 

A lady who yearns to spy on people 
behind lighted windows (especially 
where the shade is pulled down), 
who’s eternally walking under ladders 
just to annoy the evil spirits, who’s 
constantly straightening pictures in 
other people’s houses and who’s on 
more than mere speaking terms with 
the “little people” is a pixie and no 
two ways about it. 

Multiply the two words and you 
get quaint pixie, an apt description of 
Geraldine Fitzgerald, the Warner Irish 
Rhapsody Number One who is with 
us once more, after taking time out 
to have a baby whose name, we may 
as well tell you, is Edward Lindsay- 
Hogg Jr. or just plain Ed, if you 
insist on being folksy. 

If you think that Hollywood isn’t 
delighted to have her around, you 
are, in all probability: 

A. Positively loony: 

B. Confusing a pixie with a wack, 
a specimen with which Hollywood is 
sure-enough surfeited 

Her champions are the screen’s top 
names 

James Cagney admires her forsak- 
ing all others and hails her for her 
modesty and shyness, which commod- 


When guests told the pixie her living 
room was lovely she twinkled, “It's love- 
lier upstairs—so much more shabby!" 











be careful or she'll git you ef you don't watch out 


ities, so he says, are sadly lacking in 
Hollywood. 

John Garfield regards her as “qual- 
ity” and wishes to heaven that Hal 
Wallis would let him do a picture 
with her. 

Bette Davis calls her Fitz, describes 
her as e pluribus unum, which, ac- 
cording to a knowing friend of ours, 
means one among many. 

Burgess Meredith regrets that the 
Honorable Edward Lindsay-Hogg met 
her first. Olivia de Havilland thinks 
she’s “incredibly mad but wonderful.” 
As for the rest of Hollywood which 
is not quite so eloquent, it is content 
to blink its collective eyes and pre- 
tend to be numb with astonishment, 
albeit pleasant astonishment. 

That Geraldine Fitzgerald would 
never turn out to be your run-of- 
the-mine G-girl (G like in glamour) 
ought to have been evident right from 
the beginning. 

Before she arrived in town for the 
first time, Warners, loath to overawe 
the new import, planned to give her a 
B-minus welcome. No point in spoil- 
ing the young lady, was there? Even 
if she had practically vanquished 
Broadway as an Orson Welles pro- 
tegee. Which is how it happened that 
a brace of publicity boys— instead of 
the Warner high command—was on 
hand to meet the plane when it taxied 
to a stop at the Los Angeles airport 
to disgorge its pay load 

To the consternation of the greet- 
ing committee, the only likely girl on 
board was a radiant somebody with 
modulated curves and caparisoned in 
a gray-blue suit resembling a uniform, 





the last passenger to pile out of the 
cabin. On close examination she 
turned out to be the flight hostess. 

The denouement came on the fol- 
lowing day, after Warners had sent 
out a general alarm. Miss Fitzgerald, 
seems like, had sneaked into town a 
day earlier and had been spending 
the time learning her way around 
town. 

“But why all this excitement?” she 
calmly demanded of a frazzled War- 
ner lieutenant. 

After this little episode it was as- 
sumed by what is known as Holly- 
wood society that Miss F. would settle 
down and live by the book, white 
polo coat, dark glasses, frantic kisses 
and “Darling, I’m so glad to see you’s” 
every time she bumped into a friend, 
and, of course, a life membership in 
the Brown Derby 


OTHING of the kind. Miss Fitz- 

gerald promptly rented herself 
an unostentatious little manor house 
and began being herself in a fashion 
positively unheard of. 

She tossed no spectacular party, 
held no Gargantuan open house. 
staged no mass interview for the press. 
In fact, she shied away from every- 
thing that even faintly resembled the 
world colossal and proceeded to 
acclimate herself in the gods’ good 
time and in her own fashion. 

When she (Continued on page 72) 


She walks under ladders, entertains in 
ginghams and is inordinately proud of 
her freckles and husband Lindsay-Hogg 


‘Fe ee - 





- Does the man in yout life ever wear a bow tie? 
] as | If he does, comfort comes first to him; he wants to do just what 
4 he wants to do when he wants to do it. Better fit into his casual 


pattern or you'll find yourself at the end of his date line. If you 


—S — want him, just relax and don't wear linen collars that you'll have 
4 | * to fuss about. 
7 : Clothes bait for him: He'll think you'll look fine and you won't 





have to worry about the park bench's being dirty if you get yourself 
an all-round summer dress of the new mattress ticking, gaily striped, 
easy to get into, easy to get around in. 


—or you could say ‘man- ; : 
Y Y Is he ayat to start casual conversations with strangers, 


made," since you're going any time, any place? 

h he type is a mentee at heart. i ag mms am 
n + probably dreams about being a beachcomber someday in the 

$O GRaHyES your Men Of the romantic future. He'll ask you to comb beaches with him if you 
; give him a lift and dream along too. If you turn your back on 

sly and come out with cues his fine-feathered pickups, you'll find his back turned on you. 


; Counteracter for his impulses: Go practical when you buy, get 
that will double your dates yourself a standout dress that will toh his mind off bis tc 
and on you. The dress for you is a summer piqué, cut smartly—but 
not in a pastel shade. Choose it in one of the new bright colors— 
orange, red, green—and watch him forget the strangers! 


—fanhion Quis Does he, at every opportunity, explain his ppoint via 


the pencil and paper (or tablecloth!) method? 
BY MARIAN H. QUINN lf he does, he's a brass-tacks man. He's a lover of detail; he'll 


analyze and argue you right out of the picture unless you turn into a 
good little girl, speak only when you're spoken to and can't get 
out of it. 


Clothes cue: You're lucky with this man when it comes to clothes. 
There's not one small thing about your outfit that escapes his 
analytical eye. So you can indulge your fancy, wear those new 
earrings—made of three gold links, each spelling out one letter 
of U. S. A.—and rest assured he'll notice them. 


Fire his fingers short and sguarish, or are they more 


on the long, thin side? 


lf they're short and squarish, he’s a practical man of action, the 
"| like a girl neat but not gaudy” type. You can have him humming 
love songs by wearing what most of your other sisters won't dare to 
wear this summer—a white blouse, dark skirt and a bright sash 
tightly girded about your midrift. 


lf his hands are longer and more tapering, he has a lot of the 
artiste in him even though he does get a haircut once a week. So 
here's your chance to wear the most romantic bonnet summer has 
brought forth—a soft white hat of Irish linen trimmed with Irish 
lace. It's a sure bet to satisfy his sensitive soul. 


Does he hold hands at the movies? 


He's the type that will never care what other people think, a 


man who has the courage of his convictions. He hates gossip, loves 
you and doesn't care who knows it. 


As far as your clothes go, this type is a heaven-sent outlet. You 
can be as outstanding as you like and he'll love it, providing the 
men on the corner just look and don't go any further. So, with your 
white suit or dress, wear a big rolled-up-brim hat of black and white 
stripes that will leave a chorus of amazed and admiring Ah’s 
behind you. 
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DATE LINES: 


The Davis has a date for a 
porty. Meaning that Bette 

is, star of Warners’ “The 
Bride Came C.O.D.," is play- 
ing pretty hostess for a Sun- 
day-night supper. Prime in- 
surance that all heads will turn 
towards Mrs. Farnsworth is her 
summer marquisette formal: 
Sheer black top with deft 
little cap sleeves, skirt of 
black and white stripes; sash 
that's an inspiration—jade 
green and white stripes. It 
looks like Paris; it's from Pa- 
tricia Perkins, Los Angeles 


Photographs by Welbourne 





Miss Davis has a date to talk about 
the rice in China. In other words, 
she's going to be the featured at- 
traction at a “Help China” bene- 
fit. She goes on her spectacular 
way in a black linen dress that 
helps China too—by having the 
new Chinese motif scrolled in 
pone blue on a pocket that will 
e picked by all females. Her 
bolero jacket is of powder blue 
linen; so is her big coolie hat 
that will get more charity 
checks from more men everywhere 
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Bette goes to breakfast of a Sun- 
day morning. She never talks be- 
fore she has her coffee; she doesn't 
need to say a word when she looks 
like this. The dress is a blue linen 
moael with its eye on recreation. 
It has a square neckline, fitted 
bodice, full skirt and a design of 
white braid that will put any lass 


in the look-at-me class. From 


Louella Ballerino, Los Angeles 


aire 


Bette goes dancing of a Saturday 
night. Sure sign of good evening 
technique for summer nights is her 
choice of white piqué with wonder- 
working wing sleeves, fitted bodice 
and full skirt. The trim is red, 
white and blue braid and red rick- 
rack, a touch that will make the 
stag line straighten its bow ties. 
Louella Ballerino, Los Angeles 








MOVIE MIRROR 


ing. School 


One night two newlyweds went dancing. 


They started to do the fox trot 


and . . . Look out that what happened to them doesn't happen to you! 


Conducted by HOWARD 


= is a very modern 1941 


fable for you: We once knew a 
young newlywed couple who felt that 
their great love and their superb pat- 
tern for the future lacked only one 
thing; they did not dance well to- 
gether. Bob said it was his fault and 
Linda insisted it was hers—although 
each felt, secretly, that the other was 
simply inept and should take a few 
lessons. 

Anyway, they decided, finally, to go 
to one of the Murray schools and 
brush up. Bob said to himself that he 
would just go along to make Linda 
feel better and Linda sincerely be- 
lieved she was taking the course 
merely to keep Bob company. 

So, in the next weeks, they learned 
the conga, and the rhumba, and some 
_ jitterbug steps, and the Viennese 
waltz and we don’t know what all 
fancy turns. They didn’t bother with 
the fox trot, of course, because that 
was basic and they knew it in any 
case; and the real trouble was (they 
felt) that perhaps they were bored 
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THE MAGIC STEP 


eh av 


with the same old monotonous step. 

Well, sir, on the day they finished 
the course, Bob and Linda rushed 
home, put on their best clothes, called 
up a downtown supper club to reserve 
a floor table and started gayly off to 
enjoy their- new mutual accomplish- 


SHARPE 


ment. The music started, they looked 
at each other across the table, put 
down their napkins, stepped to the 
floor and started fox trotting. 

They fox trotted, for that matter, 
most of the evening, for the simple 
reason that ninety per cent of the 
tunes that orchestra played were fox 
trots. Furthermore, Bob and Linda 
weren’t dancing together any better 
than they had before. Of course, when 
a rhumba came on they were superb 
and you should have seen them dur- 
ing that one tango they requested. 

Where there’s a fable there’s a 
moral, of course, and it is that you 
go on reading this dance lesson, which 
tells you some brand-new stuff about 
fox trotting. 

We took our photographer, gath- 
ered up famous Broadway dancer Ray 
Bolger (who’s co-starring now with 
Anna Neagle in RKO’s “Sunny”) and 
went out to Rita Hayworth’s new 
house in Westwood to get the illustra- 
tions you see on these pages. Of 
course, Rita. was a professional dancer, 
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To avoid crashing into tables when 
you're fox trotting you do the Junior 
Glide, shown to pretty perfec- 
tion below by Ray Bolger and Rita 
Hayworth. See text for directions 





too, before the movies decided to make 
her a siren, and Ray and she had a 
grand time just relaxing with the fox 
trot. Bolger had been doing fancy 
eccentric stuff all day and Rita had 
been doing a cape dance for “Blood 
and Sand,” with bullfighter Tyrone 
Power looking on. 

Now for the first lesson, beginning 
with what Arthur Murray calls the 
Magic Step. 


O one appears to have broken 
down the modern fox trot into 
more essential shape than that Mur- 
ray guy, who made a fetish (and 
several millions of dollars) out of 
simple everyday dancing. He an- 
nounced that no matter how you do 
it, the fox trot is merely a matter of 
two slow and two quick steps. Speak- 
ing from the man’s. viewpoint, it 
amounts to this: 
You stand with your feet together. 
You step forward slowly with your 
left foot. 
You walk slowly forward with your 
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We acknowledge with grati- 
tude the careful check which 
was given this feature by 
the Arthur Murray Studios 


Photographs by Powolny 
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Something extraspecial to do is 
the Swing Step. Rita and Ray show 
it off here; the diagram at right 
shows you just how to "'swing’’ it 


right foot. Those are the two slow steps: 

In this position, you step quickly 
to the left side with your left foot and 
quickly draw your. right foot up to 
your left. (See diagram on the oppo- 
site page.) 

There, children, you have it. It 
sounds simple and it is simple. If you 
do it with the correct essential rhythm 


Fox trot step with 
coy name but indis- 
pensable features 
is the Twinkle, il- 
lustrated at the 
right, For footwork 
see diagram above 


(and all you have to do is put any 
reasonably fast contemporary fox 
trot on the phonograph or touch the 
radio push-button that'll bring you 
Glenn Miller or Artie Shaw) you are 
fox trotting. Of course, you are fox 
trotting in the vaguest possible man- 
ner and when you reach the end of 
the floor you will crash into a table, 
with no less than the boot from the 
headwaiter. 

To avoid this contretemps you learn 
to turn out of the way of that table; 
which, of (Continued on page 76) - 


63 














Getting into Fink 
focus—and into the 
Hollywood draft issue 
— is Orson Welles, seen 
here (and everywhere) 
with Dolores Del Rio. 
Will Citizen Kane be- 
come Private Welles? 
lf not, why not? 


Taken for granted by the American 
public is the probable deferment 


of Tyrone Power. Hollywood 
thinks differently, bases its de- 
cision on what Power has chosen 
to do every morning at sunrise 


James Stewart's case put 
Hollywood on guard about 
the draft, accounts for 
the cover-up imposed by 
studios, disclosed now 
by ‘'Fearless."' Below: 
Face front to Hyman Fink's 
camera are William H. 
Freeman; U. S. N.; Jim; 
L. G. Lewis, U. S. M. C. 








Is there anything strange about the conscription 





situa- 


tion in the film capital? Are the stars you know being 


called? ''Fearless'' tackles Hollywood's touchiest subject 


draft? 

Or are the stars getting preferred 
handling? 

With a million and a half sweet- 
hearts and a million and a _ half 
mothers seeing a million and a half 
boys off to camp and an uncertain 
future, we have heard these questions 
asked with increasing frequency. 
They’re natural questions, fair ones 
and, above all, important ones. For 
if democracy is to continue as a good 
thing to live by, we cannot have a 
favored few getting the nod and the 
rest of us getting the dirty end of 
the stick. 

“Sure,” people say, “Jimmy Stew- 
art’s in the army. But who else?” 

Offhand I venture to say hardly one 
out of ten of you can name another 
big star who has been inducted into 
Uncle Sam’s service at the time I am 
writing this. So “Fearless” has made 
it his business to check up on the film 
capital and give you a report without 
favor and without prejudice. 

Let’s begin with Tyrone Power, 
who is a fairly prominent young man 
around Hollywood, I’m sure you'll 
agree. Under ordinary circumstances 
he might expect to be automatically 
deferred. But he doesn’t. 

So what is he doing? Without wait- 
ing to receive his questionnaire and 
find out what his classification will be, 
he is driving ahead in preparing him- 
self to become an aviator. 


I" Hollywood doing its share in the 
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Ty’s enthusiasm for flying has long 
been established. He was the first 
star to tour South America by air 
and his trip inadvertently turned into 
the granddaddy of the good-will “va- 
cations.” Later, Annabella and he 
were passengers on the first commer- 
cial flight of the Atlantic clipper. 
When he begins to punch Uncle Sam’s 
time clock he wants to be sure he'll 
be in the branch of the service he 
loves—flying. 

To that end he’s taking heroic 
steps: A flying lesson at the airport 
every morning at six o’clock before 
checking into the studio at eight for 
his current picture, whichsin itself is 
not beside the point, being “A Yank 
in the R.A.F.” Then two nights a 
week he has an instructor come to the 
house for studies in aeronautical navi- 
gation, meteorology and similar re- 
quired subjects. Not easy to tackle 
these technical studies on top of a 
long day at the studio that was pre- 
ceded by some two hours’ work at 
the airport. 

But young Mr. Power is determined 
to be a pilot. So without the flutter 
of a single flag, in fact, in the most 
matter-of-fact way, he is going about 
the business of making himself one 
by the time his Government taps him 
on the shoulder and says, “Okay, son. 
You’re next.” 

Wayne Morris, the likable hulk 
flyer of “I Wanted Wings,” is closer 
to reveille than any of the other 


Hollywood boys. By the time you 
read this he may already be listening 
daily to the doughboy’s dirge. More 
likely, Morris will aim for a berth in 
the Navy. 

There is a fine irony to Wayne’s 
case. After a spectacular start on his 
career in “Kid Galahad,” he married 
the wealthy socialite Bubbles Schi- 
nasi without duly conferring with his 
studio. Warner Brothers raised a 
pained brow at the ingratitude of their 
young eligible upon whom they had 
spent so much publicity and decided 
to let him dangle. His pictures grew 
increasingly unimportant. But the 
joy of becoming a father took the 
sting out of his disappointment until 
it became evident that along with a 
languishing career his marriage also 
was languishing. At length Bubbles 
departed with the baby—and Mama— 
and life hit a new low for Wayne. 

Meanwhile, Warner Brothers farmed 
out their once bright prospect to 
Paramount, who proceeded to make 
good use of the farming. They banged 
Morris into a couple of B pictures 
which nevertheless gave him a chance 
at the fans and the results were such 
that the studio determined to give 
him his break in “I Wanted Wings.” 
His performance in that picture sent 
his stock soaring. Warners sat up, 
decided the harvest was over for their 
neighbor, Paramount, and promptly 
yanked back their property. Wayne 
was scheduled (Continued on page 75) 
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LOISE O’BRIEN said, “You must 
F never be jealous... .” 

Lillian MacMurray said, “For- 
get your own ambition and be a wife, 
first, last and all the time... .” 

Mayo Methot said, “I never let the 
sun set on a quarrel... .” 

Joan Blondell said, “Home and chil- 
dren are everything. Careers must 
come second... .” 

They call Hollywood “Heartbreak 
Town.” They call it that not only 
because it so often spells broken am- 
bition and shattered ideals, but be- 
cause—or so they say—no happiness 
can live there long. They say love 
can’t walk hand in hand with careers 
built on fame. When a star gets mar- 
ried, especially a male star, people 
shake their heads and say, “Too bad. 
He was going good. This will hurt 
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What every woman wants to 
be, Fred MacMurray’'s Lillian 
is—a successful wife. Her 
formula calls for a 
talking on the woman's part 


lot of 


BY MARIAN RHEA 


him at the box office.” Or, “It won’t 
last. She’ll never hold him. Too much 
competition.” 

Well, maybe they’re right. The 
problems of a movie star’s wife are 
tough, sometimes—tough as they 
come. Still, Hollywood has its happy 
marriages! The only thing is, we don’t 
read about them much because they 
aren’t exactly news. Or perhaps not 
the kind that makes headlines. Be- 
cause they are news, all right—news 
that is good to hear about, too, and 
from which every wife can learn a 
lesson. Because if a movie star’s wife 
can make her marriage go, with all its 
problems and difficulties, other women 
can make a success of theirs. 

So we give you the experiences of 
four wives of Hollywood screen stars, 
whose wisdom and tact have made 


their marriages ideal and enduring! 
Mrs. Pat O’Brien, Mrs. Fred Mac- 


Murray, Mrs. Humphrey Bogart, 
whom you know as Mayo Methot, 
and Mrs. Dick Powell—Joan Blon- 
dell. 

Eloise O’Brien, happily married for 
nine years, sat curled up in a great, 
deep chair in the library of the 
O’Briens’ new home in Brentwood. 
She wore an exquisite ice-blue satin 
negligee. Her hair was as shining and 
as smartly coiffed as any glamour 
girl’s. She was camera-slender. You 
wondered why she herself wasn’t in 
pictures. She had been successful on 
the New York stage. She was charm- 
ing, pictorial. But—she was telling 
you why not. 

“Perhaps you know that, just as we 
were about to be married in New 
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York, Pat was offered a contract to 
star in the screen version of “The 
Front Page.’ Well, he came to me and 
said, ‘Honey, shall I go to Holly- 
wood?’ and I said, ‘Of course.’ No, I 
didn’t hesitate. I was sufficiently in 
love to let Pat’s interests come first. 
And besides—” honestly, “I thought 
that I, too, might find a place in pic- 
tures. I didn’t know—then—that if 
you want a real break in pictures you 
must let Hollywood come to you. 
“And so,” she went on, “although 
I was happy in Pat’s success, I was 
miserable, too, those first two years 
out here, because I could get nothing 
to do. I wept bitter tears and devel- 
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It's not the quarrels in 
marriage; it's the mak- 
ing-up that matters. Pro- 
moter of a novel plan 
is Mayo Methot, clever 
wife of Humphrey Bogart 





oped an oversized inferiority complex 
before I finally realized that, after ail, 
it was nothing but vauity that made 


me want a career for myself, when 
Pat was doing so we'l. Now Tf would 
not go back to the otier hf: ‘ any- 
thing in the world! We have our 
home and children and—-wel!, life 


seems very full and very go..J 
“And easy, too?” we aske | her 
But she shook her head. “No, noi 
easy. I don’t believe being married 
to a celebrity is ever easy for any 
woman. There are always problems.” 
“Such as—?” 
“Well, fans for one thing, especially 
women fans. You go to a premiere, 








—OR TO ANYBODY 
FOR THAT MATTER 















Girl who knows 
how to keep her 
husband dating 
her every eve- 
ning is Joan 
Blondell, wife 
of Dick Powell 








for instance, and they recognize your 
husband and think, because you are 
witn nim, you are Somebody, too. 
They ask for your autograph, but 
when you obligingly sign it, they say, 
‘Gh, that’s nobody!’ Or maybe, ‘For 
the love of heaven, what does he see 
in her! He ought to be married to 
Hedy Lamarr!’ 

“T used to get furious over things 
like that,” she went on. “But Pat 
would be so upset and anxious and 
solicitous that—well, one night I sud- 
denly made up my mind to stop being 
so silly! We had been to a preview. 
‘Why did he ever marry her?’ some 
fresh little snip had said and I 
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had boiled over as usual. Then, as 
we were driving home and Pat was 
trying to console me, I remember the 
street light shone on his face. He 
looked so worried and harassed and 
unhappy that I stopped being sorry 
for myself and was sorry for him! 
He couldn’t help it if the fans had 
mobbed him. It wouldn’t have been 
very flattering if they hadn’t! I 
stopped fuming and laughed. 

“Incidentally, how do you feel 
about being married to a nonentity 
and a frump?’ I demanded. 

“Well, his relief at this new attitude 
of mine was so obvious I was thor- 
oughly ashamed of my former tan- 
trums. After all, any man loves peace 
and in my opinion, the surest way to 
lose one is forget it! 


were flung in her face. But I do know 
that the average decent, self-respect- 
ing man is not going to chase around 
after every woman who makes eyes 
at him, be he in pictures or not. And 
I believe that he is still less likely to 
do it if his wife has faith in him!” 

Lillian MacMurray, a happy wife 
for something over five years, says 
that her formula for a successful mar- 
riage is twofold: “Forget your own 
ambition; two careers in a family 
don’t jibe.” And... “Never neglect 
your appearance. Never!” 

Like Eloise, Lillian had a career 
once upon a time. She was one of 
New York’s most beautiful show girls. 
When she came to Hollywood (be- 
cause Fred was out here), she had 
offers to go on the screen. But she 


leading lady is going to steal the 
show or whether his latest picture was 
good or bad. He comes home at the 
end of a day and we sit in the garden, 
if it is summertime, or by the fire if 
it is winter and perhaps have a cock- 
tail and talk about the news of the 
day or how the garden is doing, or 
maybe about the new Duncan Phyfe 
table I found in an antique store. I 
usually do most of the talking and he 
just stretches out in his chair and re- 
laxes. I remember one day last sum- 
mer, during some very hot weather 
...I had a change of clothing laid 
out on his bed upstairs and the cock- 
tail shaker and glasses ready on a 
tray in the garden. He came home, 
went upstairs, showered and changed 
and came back to me. We just sat 





“Yes, of course, funny things 
have happened to me since. One 
night after we had been to the 
fights a woman caught me by 
the arm and whirled me around, 
demanding, ‘Well, dearie, just 
what did you do to get him?’” 

“And what did you say?” we 
asked Eloise. 

“IT told her I had baited a trap 
with cheese! 

“After all,” she added, “jeal- 
ousy has no place in the lexicon 
of a movie wife. You might as 
well get used to that fact. Not 
only is your husband going to 
be mobbed by feminine fans, 
but he is going to be thrown 
with beautiful women in pic- 
tures. And if you can’t laugh 
off that situation, too, you're 
lost. 

“For instance, during the 
filming of a certain picture Pat 
was exceptionally helpful to a new 
player who showed a great deal of 
promise. Whereupon followed a 
period during which she was hovering 
around him every chance she could 
get, telling him about her progress, 
asking his advice, until at last she got 
a contract. 

“As it happened, the next night or 
two Pat and I saw her at a night club. 
Immediately she sallied over to our 
table; spoke directly to me. 

“‘Oh, Mrs. O’Brien! I want to 
thank you for your husband, but now 
I give him back to you. I won’t need 
him any more!’” 

Eloise laughed, just, she said, as she 
had laughed that night. “Time was,” 
she admitted, “when I probably 
should have wrung her neck. But I 
had learned restraint. And when I 
saw the relieved look on Pat’s face, 
relieved because I hadn’t said some- 
thing nasty, I realized how much a 
man can suffer from his wife’s jeal- 
ousy, innocent though he may be. 
No, I am not one of those blind wives 
who would believe in her husband’s 
faithfulness though contrary evidence 
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HEDDA HOPPER 
braves the Hollywood lions 
by choosing 


“THE THREE NICEST MEN IN 
HOLLYWOOD" 


In next month's Photoplay-Movie 


Mirror 


and Fred were in love and were to 
be married soon. So she let her own 
career slip by. “And I’ve never been 
sorry,” she says. “You see, husbands 
like to take care of their wives.” 

Rather tragically, fate put this 
theory to the test right after the Mac- 
Murrays were married. Lillian, still 
ailing from an appendectomy, became 
quite seriously ill and was in bed for 
months. But, she says, now that she 
is well again, she has never re- 
gretted it. 

“Fred was so sweet to me. He took 
care of me as one would a child. And 
I have a theory that when a man 
must work extra hard for his wife, 
whether it is against financial odds or 
because she is ill and requires special 
attention, or for any other reason, she 
becomes extra important to him—that 
is, if he is the right kind of a man. 
And Fred is. 

“Our marriage,” Lillian said, “is 
rather peculiarly remote from Fred’s 
work. To us, his career is a business 
at which he works as hard as he 
knows how. But we don’t worry 
about the box office or whether his 


there, not saying much of any- 
thing until I caught him looking 
at me rather strangely. When I 
asked him what was on his mind, 
he came over and dropped a 
kiss on my head. 

“T’m glad I’m married to you,” 
he said. 

“Well, it was a little thing, but 
that quiet moment was worth all 
the careers I might have had. It 
made me feel happy and safe. 
Because I knew that he was 
happy.” 

Lillian smiled. “I don’t think 
the wife of a movie star should 
ever feel too safe, though,” she 
added, “competition being what 
it is. Therefore, I pay a lot of 
attention to my appearance. I 
don’t forget that my husband 
meets dozens of girls, far better- 
looking than I, makes love to 
many of them on the screen. I 
believe it is very foolish for any 
wife to neglect herself. A man is at- 
tracted to her in the beginning for a 
certain set of reasons. Quite possibly 
her appearance is one of them, and 
she shouldn’t ignore this the minute 
she has him ‘hooked.’ ” 

Mayo Methot, blonde, voluptuous, 
intelligent, sophisticated, sat before 
the Bogart fireplace and admittea 
frankly, without crossed fingers, that 
her marriage is ideally happy. “And 
I mean to keep it so,” she said simply. 

Mayo believes that a marriage is a 
wife’s responsibility. She believes in 
the essential decency of the average 
man—that decency which keeps him 
from philandering, “cheating” if you 
will, if all is right with wife and home. 
Furthermore, to her, “Bogie” is not a 
“celebrity” to be handled with kid 
gloves. He is just a sensitive, senti- 
mental, attractive man—and her hus- 
band. But she doesn’t just “blunder 
along” in steering her ship of mar- 
riage—not Mayo. She has a Plan. 
One of its mainstays is preventing the 
bitterness which colors every domes- 
tic quarrel (Continued on page 70) 
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The tough Jim Cagney's on a tear— 
Those dames are getting in his hair. 


We don’t see why he’s grouching so— 








Perhaps it’s that he doesn't know 






It’s Livvie and the Davis. Wow! 


We'd like to have them fan our brow! 


Olivia de Havilland, who appeared with James Cagney in 


“The Strawberry Blonde’; James Cagney; Bette Davis, with 


whom Cagney is currently playing in ‘The Bride Came C.O.D." 
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(Continued from page 68) 
(and she admits that she and “Bogie” 
have them, even as most married 
couples) from taking root. 

“There is nothing that cannot be ironed 
out between two people who love each 
other,” she told me, “and I never forget 
it. But I don’t forget, either, that for 
most men it is difficult to say, ‘I’m sorry.’ 
So, I say it. Sometimes I say it even 
though in my heart I don’t think I’m to 
blame. I remember one time in partic- 
ular, although (and isn’t it often the 
case?) I don’t remember now what we 
quarrelled about. Anyway, Bogie was 
sorry and I knew it, even though he 
never put it in words. You see, his 
manner told me so—the way he looked 
at me, the way he spoke to me, the 
way he did things for me. So, after 
dinner, as he was sitting before the fire, 
I went over and sat on the arm of his 
chair. 

“‘T’m sorry,’ I told him. And his arms 
around me and the way he said, ‘Mayo, 
you're sweet,’ told me I'd made things 
right in a way that a dozen apologies 
from him might not have. 

“You see,” she added, “I don’t think 
pride—the kind of pride that needs must 
save its face at any cost—has a place 
in marriage. I know it’s trite—but give 
and take has got to be the rule!” 


ANOTHER old-fashioned rule of Mayo’s 
for a successful marriage—and par- 
ticularly a successful marriage to a movie 
star—is to make him a home. She has 
done that; you know it the instant you 
walk into their small but lovely living 
room. It’s not so grand as half the homes 
in Hollywood, but it kind of reaches out 
and welcomes you. 

“Bogie loves his home,” Mayo said with 
quiet pride. 

Yes, a success on the New York stage 
and in screen character roles as well, 
Mayo Bogart has, since her marriage, 
relegated her career to the background. 
“I learned that would be necessary not 
more than two weeks after our honey- 
moon,” she said. “I had gone to work 
upon our return and it seemed I was late 
getting home every day. When I would 
finally arrive, there would be Bogie wan- 
dering around like a lost soul. Our 
houseboy told me, ‘Mist’ Bogart not en- 
joy hisself until you here.’ And it came 
over me that a wife whose husband 
‘not enjoy hisself’ until she is with him 
is luckier than the most successful ‘career 
woman’ in the world. So, now I work 
occasionally—this because I like to have 
my own money to buy Bogie’s Christmas 
~. birthday presents with—but that 
is all. 

“Meanwhile,” she went on, “I find my 
time as full as it ever was when I was 
working steadily. I plan the meals and 
do the “marketing. I take care of Bogie’s 
clothes—attend to buttons and mending 
like a most admirable hausfrau—” she 
smiled—‘“and I garden like mad. Bogie, 
who, until we were married, didn’t know 
a chrysanthemum from a _ carnation— 
well, scarcely—is as proud as punch over 
my horticultural achievements. Just the 
pe day, I heard him talking to Boris 
Karloff about them. ‘That Mayo,’ he 
was saying, ‘she’s a wonder. She grows 
petunias seven feet high!’ 

“Yes, he meant hibiscus, but it gave 
me a warm comfortable feeling to hear 
him bragging about me. ‘It’s hard to be 
married to a movie star, isn’t it?’ some 
movie wives say to me. ‘You never know 
when you might lose him to a more 
beautiful woman.’ But I sort of think 
that as long as your husband is bragging 
— your seven-foot petunias, you're 
safe.’ 
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IN THE STORES 
BY MARION HAMMOK 


MONOGRAMANIA: Anne Shirley 
goes in for monograms in a big way. 
Most original are the initials on her 
slack suit. Letters are made with rows 
of tiny white pear] shirtwaist buttons. 
Cute idea, and inexpensive, too. 

* + * 


MOCCASINS—that wash! It’s an 
old American custom—wearing moc- 
casins—that goes back to the Indians. 
The new, trim, wall-toed moccasins 
are designed for play clothes, slacks 
and svorts dresses. They’re com- 
fortable, but not 
sloppy. Best of all, 
they wash as easily 
as a hanky. Called 
Kedettes, you’ll 
find them for 
about $2 at your 
local shoe or de- 
partment store. 





o* * oa 

BE A SISSY: A froth of ruffles 
and dainty bows make Sissykins a 
charming bit of summer whimsy. It’s 
a trim little pantie 
that controls your 
curves and fits your 
figure as if it were 
moulded on. It’s 
cute and oh-so-femi- 
nine. Won’t make a 
dent in your budget, 
either. Only 59c at 
your local store. 





* . * 

SUMMER SORCERY: Summer 
means a new shade of lipstick—one 
that makes your eyes brighter, your 
teeth whiter and your tan deeper. If 
you're the golden-girl type, Pond’s 
Honey lipstick is a shade you'll want 
to wear and wear. It’s a bright, sunny 
red. Creamy smooth in texture, it 

F ' 1 will endear itself by 
staying on for hours 
and hours. Pond’s 
Honey lipstick is 55c 
\m at drug and depart- 

# ment stores and 
j there’s a trial size 

yf at the dime store. 
* * * 


NATURALLY: Practically every 
star you see has healthy, natural- 
looking eyebrows—heavy, even a bit 
shaggy. Evidently, Hollywood has 
turned “brows down” on. thin, 
plucked-out-painted-in eyebrows. But 
you'll notice that the glamour girls of 
the screen are careful to tweeze out 
all straggling hairs. Try professional 
Twissors if you want to pluck out 
those offending hairs with hardly a 
twinge. 50c at department stores. 














T the Dick Powell residence in the 
Hollywood hills fully fifteen square 
feet of floor in front of the fireplace had 
been taken over by toys, including a 
most intricate electric railway system. 
“Dick’s present to himself,’ Joan told 
us, “he says it was for Normie on his 
birthday, but you see who's playing 
with it.” 

I saw. Normie was engaged in piecing 
together a jigsaw puzzle. Miss Powell 
(Baby Ellen, aged two, is known in the 
household as Miss Powell, being too ro- 
bust a personality for a mere Ellen, Joan 
and Dick contend) was scooting an auto- 
mobile across the floor. 

“I can’t imagine a real home and real 
married happiness without this sort of 


thing,” said Joan above the din. “Chil- 
dren are everything. 
“No,” she went on, “I don’t lie 


awake nights figuring out rules and 
regulations to ‘hold’ Dick. We are just 
here in our home, with our children, 
and it is impossible for me ever to see 
us anywhere else. I can feel our roots 
digging in every time I see Dick put a 
caressing arm around Normie’s shoulders 
or speak of him, proudly, as ‘my son.’ I 
feel it when I see him take Miss Powell 
in his arms and hold her close; when I 
see him look at her with love and pride 
written all over his face. I feel it when 
he reaches out a hand to me to draw me 
into our family circle. 

“Tt is our home,’ this gesture says. 
‘These are our children. And it is our 
love that is responsible!’ 

“No,” Joan explained, “I don’t think 
children can or should keep two people 
together who no longer love each other; 
who are quarrelling constantly; whose 
marriage has become bitter and hateful. 
But I do think that in a marriage made 
by love, children are the cement that 
strengthens and beautifies it. 

“It seems to me,” she said, seriously, 
“that it is little things building into big 
things which ultimately spells divorce. 
And it seems to me that children, the 
sense of responsibility they give any nor- 
mal father and mother, is the greatest 
safeguard any marriage can have. 

“Yes,” she admitted, “the wife of a 
movie star has her problems. I remem- 
ber one night when we were in Cleve- 
land and Dick was acting as emcee at 
some sort of convention. During the 
evening, he introduced a young girl who 
had won a beauty contest. 

“Of course, he took her hand and told 
the audience: ‘Here is a very lovely lady 
whom I am privileged to introduce—’ 
or something like that. 


“Whereupon,” Joan said, “a woman in 
the seat back of me gave me a whack on 
the head. ‘Aren’t you jealous?’ she 
screeched. Everybody turned and stared 
at me. Well,” Joan admitted, “this wasn’t 
so very long before Miss Powell was 
born and I undoubtedly didn’t look my 
best. It was a little hard to see those 
stares and to hear such remarks as, ‘So 
that’s the girl who got him!’ 

“Still,” she recounted, smiling, “I wasn’t 
too upset. I knew how Dick felt about 
our having a baby. I knew he wanted 
one more than anything. I wanted to turn 
around and announce to those assembled, 
‘Yeh. I’m the girl who got him. And 
watch me! I’m the girl that’s going to 
keep him!’ 

“Of course, nothing ever is certain in 
this world,” she concluded, “but”—with 
eyes on Dick and his electric train, 
Normie working on his jigsaw puzzle and 
Miss Powell throwing gleeful monkey 
wrenches into the whole setup—‘“dollars 
to doughnuts, if I had made that little 
speech, I would have been speaking the 
truth!” 
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SCREEN STARS KNOW 
A THING OR Two! 
Lux SOAP MAKES A 
WONDERFUL BEAUTY 
BATH LEAVES 
SKIN SWEET 














Ps . A pam 


Lux SOAP MAKES 
ME SURE OF DAINTINESS, 
AND EVERY GIRL KNOWS 
THAT'S IMPORTANT ! 


























screen stars say. And women everywhere agree. 
Lux Toilet Soap’s creamy lather caresses the 
skin so gently, carries away perspiration, every 
trace of dust and dirt—leaves skin really 
smooth—sweet. 

You want the charm of skin that’s sweet, 
appealing! Take Hollywood’s tip! Use this gentle 
white soap for a luxuri- 
ous daily beauty bath. 
NO SMART GIRL You’ll love the rich, 
NEGLECTS DAINTINESS. )} creamy lather. You’ll 

A DAILY Lux SOAP love the delicate, cling- 


BEAUTY BATH MAKES ing fragrance Lux Toilet 
YOU SURE ! Soap leaveson yourskin! 




















9 out of IO Screen Stars use Lux oilet Soap 
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got around to it, she began having people 
over for tea. Nothing pretentious, mind 
you. Quiet little affairs, old silver, 
Wedgwood china, bowls filled with wild 
flowers and wondrous odors escaping 
from the kitchen. No flossy maid came 
around every minute with crumpets. In 
fact, there was neither maid nor crum- 
pets. There was, however, Miss Fitz- 
gerald, demure and mischievous-looking 
in a dirndl or little gingham job, gliding 
about and distributing potato pancakes 
and Irish wit. 

It was only natural that her departure 
from Hollywood after reeling off four 
superlative performances in “Dark Vic- 
tory,” “Wuthering Heights,” “A Child Is 
Born” and “Till We Meet Again” should 
be sorely regretted. And it was equally 
natural that her return should touch off 
a minor Mardi Gras on the part of her 
admirers who looked forward to seeing 
her in “Flight From Destiny” and now 
“Shining Victory.” 

Warners’ Geraldine Fitzgerald is a 
curious cocktail, part naiveté, part so- 
phistication, part elf, and part ivory- 
tower princess (Irish) with a long dash 
of joie de vivre. 

She is inclined to baffle casual callers 
—such as this reporter—by her contra- 
dictions. 

For example, her wonderful pallor is 
set off by a myriad of freckles, of which, 
by the by, she is uncommonly proud. 
Again, her general air of reserve is foiled 
by the expression of her eyes, half 
critical, half arch. Poker-faced as Buddha 
at times, she can lapse into enthusiasms 
that remind you of Hepburn. On the 
other hand, when her face is lit up with 
a leaping smile she is quite apt to be 
talking in a voice that rings with mood 
indigo. This is the pixie in her, the mis- 
chievous element that delights in con- 
founding people, especially strangers. 


NCE when an interviewer called on 
her, was struck by the quiet beauty 
of the living room—the colors, alive and 
harmonious; the furniture, gracious and 
comfortable; and, above all, by the cozy, 
lived-in atmosphere of the place—and 
iped up, “How simply lovely!” she 
hurdled the compliment in typical Fitz- 
gerald fashion. 

“It’s still lovelier upstairs—it’s so 
much more shabby,” she remarked, eyes 
a-twinkle. 

Shy and sensitive like no one else in 
Hollywood, she has a wonderful sense 
of humor, which she loves to direct 
against herself. 

She loves to tell how, hard on the heels 
of their first meeting, Ida Lupino began 
yipping, “Geraldine, darling, you’ve just 
got to come over and meet my mother. 
You'll seem-plee love her.” It went on 
for weeks, this invitation, until it got to 
be a major embarrassment. Finally, 
loath as she is to go calling, there was 
nothing to do but drive over to Ida’s 
chateau to meet the dear old lady. All 
the way over she kept nervously fum- 
bling with a nice bottle of cologne, just 
the thing for a giftie to a sweet, elderly 
matron. 

Well, umagine her consternation when 
she met Ida’s dear old mother, a glam- 
orous somebody who looked like Ida’s 
sister, none other than the former Connie 
Emerald, darling of British musical com- 
edy, yesterday’s toast of London and 
owner of the finest pair of legs in the 
kingdom. She, herself, can be whimsical. 

One of the pixie’s most frequent visi- 
tors is Olivia de Havilland. For Christ- 
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Pixie” 
(Continued from page 55) 


mas Miss de Havilland received an ele- 
gant kit, complete with toothbrush, her 
favorite powder, rouge, etc., and a key 
to the house. 

The Fitzgerald sporting instinct is a 
little less than astounding. 

A few weeks back she kept a dinner 
engagement at the Haywards in the teeth 
of a coming siege of influenza. When the 
chills hit her, she got up to leave. The 
guests protested. Louis Hayward (who is 
always saying, in jest, of course, that 
he’s going to get wife Ida and husband 
Edward Lindsay-Hogg Jr. out of the way 
so that he and the pixie can be together 
forever) gallantly fetched a blanket and 
threw it over her. An hour later when 
her condition got worse, she started to 
beg off again. Mr. H. rustled up another 
blanket. Practically buried with blan- 
kets and miserable, she stuck it out right 
to the end, telling stories with the rest of 
them and laughing that hearty Irish 
laugh of hers, deep and gusty, that never 
ceases to amaze her hearers. 

Not even her husband knows what 
she’s going to do next. One week end 
last winter, the Lindsay-Hoggs Jr., Fran- 
chot Tone and date, et al, drove over 
to Lake Arrowhead to get away from 
everything. The Irish one had said she 
was out to be gay, to forget Hollywood 
for the nonce. 
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All that Saturday night while virtually 
the entire movie colony whooped it up 
on the dance floor she just sat there at 
the table and watched. Mr. Lindsay- 
Hogg Jr. got to fretting. Where was all 
this gayety she wanted to unleash on 
the world? 

He got his answer when everyone had 
gone. A signal from his lady and the 
orchestra went on playing. Then the 
quaint pixie got up to do her dancing. 
She did it solo, ‘a curious little number, 
a melange of ballet, modern and satiric 
dancing. When it was over, Tone blinked. 

“I didn’t know you could dance,” he 
said. 

“Neither did I,” she said gayly. 

All things considered, you will not be 
bowled over by the information that 
orchids are her “least favorite” flower. 
She’s devoted to camellias. With such a 
passion as to delight florists and bewilder 
those friends who receive their first 
Fitzgerald gift. All awards, presents and 
donations have a camellia pinned to them. 

She’s beautifully superstitious and talks 
of banshees, leprechauns and the “little 
people” of her precious Ireland as know- 
ingly as if they were fellow toilers Ron- 
ald Reagan and Jane Wyman. Her favor- 
ite lost cause is the Atlantis myth—that 


somewhere there is a lost continent, that 
it will be found someday. 

She may resemble an _ ivory-tower 
princess but incredibly enough she’s a 
practicing mother in excellent standing. 
Her prelude to maternity Warner Broth- 
ers will never forget. According to the 
schedule, “Till We Meet Again” was to 
be finished in time to let Miss Fitzgerald 
and her husband, Edward Lindsay-Hogg 
Jr., take off for Ireland or some other 
safe haven, there to await the great 
tidings. But no! The “little people” sud- 
denly got a peeve on. Whether it was 
against the studio or Miss Fitzgerald or 
both it may never be known. Anyhow, 
Miss Oberon up and took sick. The pic- 


-ture slowed down. Next, George Brent 


was stricken. The production began to 
crawl at a snail’s pace. Then, to top things 
off, Director Goulding was attacked by 
the microbes. The opus bogged down 
completely. Weeks, even months passed. 

When operations were resumed things 
were at a somewhat indelicate pass. At 
least as far as camera profiles and Miss 
Fitzgerald were concerned. For a mo- 
ment the Warner minds were stymied. 
But a “conference” saved the day. Some 
wonderman suggested that they change 
the story around, so that instead of its 
being spring and Miss Fitzgerald traipsing 
around in flimsy little silk numbers, it 
would be winter and Miss Fitzgerald 
would be sporting a fur coat. 

“Even at that,” Miss Fitzgerald admits, 
“I had to stand behind chairs on the 
slightest provocation.” 


THE object of all this ingenuity, young 

Master Edward Lindsay-Hogg Jr., one 
year old, is his mother’s delight. She’s 
eternally disappearing from her social 
gatherings to sneak into the nursery to 
see that the “little people” are on the job. 
According to town wags she got her most 
enthusiastic gurgles from young Master 
Edward when she recited to him the 
fable of Orson Welles, whom she admires 
and defends against all comers, not only 
because he gave her the momentous part 
in “Heartbreak House,” which made her, 
but because of what she regards as his 
“infinite worth.” 

Not given to party-going herself, she’s 
fond of entertaining her friends. One of 
the favorite Fitzgerald whimsies is to 
round up these friends at a dinner party. 
The equilibrium of these carefully 
planned affairs is certain to be disturbed 
every other invitation by Burgess Mere- 
dith, who never fails to arrive on the 
scene with an _ uninvited, ravishing 
beauty. The last time he did it Miss 
F. counted heads and found they were 
thirteen. She sat on the edge of her 
chair, mortally certain that tragedy was 
in the offing. 

It’s three to one that the dinner would 
never have been served were it not for 
the intervention of her friends, the “little 
people,” who arranged to have one of the 
male guests, a script writer, called to 
the telephone where he discovered that 
the studio wanted him to report back 
immediately for a story conference. 

The only casualty of the evening hap- 
pened when one of the lady guests 
dropped a spoonful of pudding into her 
lap—where a napkin wasn’t. 

As a result of which Mr. Burgess Mere- 
dith received a bill for the cleaning of 
one evening dress and, at Christmas time, 
the latest edition of Mrs. Emily Post’s 
book on etiquette. 

Who sent them to Mr. Meredith? 

The “little people,” of course! 
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There’s something youthful, lighthearted, lovely about nails that 


THE DIFFERENCE 
between NAIL POLISHES 


Brush Dura-Gloss on your nails. You’ll 
be absolutely astounded by its brilliance! 
Dura-Gloss glows with all the fire of a 
priceless ruby, because Dura-Gloss is 
made from a superior polish formula. 
Other polishes put color on your nails, 
but Dura-Gloss makes them strikingly, 
excitingly, lustrously brilliant! Discrim- 
inating women cherish Dura-Gloss for 
its rich deep color, its sparkling incandes- 
cence, this unbelievable brilliance. No 
other polish gives your nails the beautiful 
“effectiveness” of Dura-Gloss—select one 
of its 20 exquisite shades today! 


wear Dura-Gloss nail polish. Something that marks a woman as 
deliciously feminine—like her gossamer stockings, frivolous little 
compact, amusing hats. Each time you brush on your favorite shade 
of Dura-Gloss remember you’re adding to your charm, so brush on 
a second coat for good measure—and extra long wear! Dura-Gloss 
will give your nails such a high luster you'll almost be able to see 
yourself in them! Why not try Dura-Gloss today? 


Protect your nails—make them more beautiful with 
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show and playing nightly at the Wilshire 
Bowl. 

After the Bowl had closed Phil would 
wander home by himself, stopping nearly 
every night at Charlie Foy’s on Ventura 
Boulevard for a sandwich. One night 
Alice and her secretary were sitting by 
themselves in a corner. Alice had worked 
late at the studio making added scenes 
for “The Great American Broadcast.” 
She was tired and weary; Phil looked 
over, grinned his wide friendly grin and 
said, “Hello.” 

“We're neighbors,” Phil went on. 
“Strange we haven’t run into each other 
before this.” 

Before she left Alice had been invited 
to Phil’s for dinner and Alice promised, 
as soon as her picture was finished, she’d 
come. 

Three weeks later he phoned her. 
“How about that dinner?” 

Alice came the next night. She met 
Phil’s mother. Then an event of deep 
importance happened to Alice. 

She met Tookie. 

Tookie is Phil’s little boy, just six, 
with all the independence and self-assur- 
ance of a little boy who makes up his 
own mind about people. Never demon- 
strative, Tookie looked long and hard at 
Alice and Alice looked at Tookie. 

He walked over and put his arms 
around her neck. 

It’s been Tookie and Alice ever since. 

“He never did that with anyone else,” 
Phil said. “But right off he loved Alice 
and, of course, Alice is out of her mind 
about Tookie, loading him down with 
gifts and presents all the time. 

“He’s a swell little guy,” Phil says, 
and then with a father’s usual pride he 
tells of his boy’s accomplishments. “The 
smartest thing I ever did was to have 
a sports instructor come out to the house 
three times a week to teach Tookie swim- 
ming, fencing and boxing. Why, he can 
dive right now into the nine-foot mark 
in the pool!” 

Tookie, of course, will divide his time 
with Marcia Ralston, the former Mrs. 
Harris, screen actress who has recently 
been signed by Universal. But right now 
he’s with Phil. 

Almost instantly Alice and Phil’s 
mother liked each other and now once 
every week Alice and Phil go over to 
his mother’s house near her own little 


She used to be the 
bright life of the 
night spots; now she's 
the companion of hus- 
band Phil Harris at 
the fights; at quiet 
visits on friends’ 
ranches. Is Alice Faye 
happy? Look at the pic- 
ture and, incidentally, 
at bridegroom Harris 


"My Bride, Alice Faye—" 
(Continued from page 27) 


corner grocery at Sixth Street and Nor- 
mandie. 

“Couldn’t do a thing with her,” Phil 
grins. “Brought her out to my home 
and begged her to stay, but no sir, she 
wanted a little business of her own and 
darned if she didn’t buy a grocery on a 
corner that has chain markets on each 
of the other corners. 

“Mother’s putting them right out of 
business,” he laughed, “because she 
thinks she’s still in a little town back 
east. People come in on Saturday nights 
to pay their bills and mother never misses 
that sack of candy as sort of reward.” 

It’s those small-town, homey, simple 
qualities of Phil’s mother’s character that 
have been passed on to one of the na- 
tion’s leading orchestra leaders. 

“Alice wants to do all the things I love 
to do—fishing and hunting. We're going 
to do them, too.” 

“Your marriage,” we suggested, “will 
be like the Gables.” 

“That’s what I hope for,” he said, 
Fa the same love for things like 
that.” 


H® means it. For years Phil has lived 
on his ranch, visited his neighbors, 
sat on fence rails at farm auctions with 
Gable and Andy Devine and bought farm 
tools and saddles. When his Wilshire 
Bowl stint was over Phil went home and 
no gay spots ever saw him. Now Alice, 
who spent so many years of her young 
life in night clubs, is eagerly following 
Phil in his life. 

Free evenings—and they have been 
few—are spent visiting Phil’s close 
friends, the Andy Devines and the Goffs 
(Abner of the Lum and Abner radio 
team). 

Children, the Devine and Goff children, 
have taken Alice to their hearts just as 
Tookie has. Dinner and card games are 
about the wildest diversions on these 
ranches. Alice Faye has never known 
such content. 

Alice’s life with Tony Martin, her 
former husband, was a hectic, trying one. 
It began with ten strikes against it, with 
Tony and Alice constantly quarreling 
and making up and quarreling again. 

Separation and Tony’s spectacular and 
sudden success tore them farther apart 
than Alice’s success ever could have and 
proved the finishing blow to their mar- 











Alice’s divorce is now final. 

“It’s like going back and living part 
of my life over,” Alice told us during the 
struggle for adjustment in her marriage 
with Tony. “I’ve done and am finished 
with all the things that Tony loves— 


riage. 


the night clubs and glitter. I want to 
go on from there.” 

And now Alice is going on—with Phil 
Harris. 

“Alice Faye is the only girl who ever 
made me cry,” Phil says quite unasham- 
edly. “There has always been something 
about Alice on the screen that has 
touched me and I admit quite honestly, 
in that scene in the cab before Carnegie 
Hall in ‘Alexander’s Ragtime Band,’ I 
wept right out with Alice.” 

For months Alice had begged for a 
vacation from the studio. She was tired, 
weary and wanted to go to New York. 
She wanted to stay there for three 
months and rest. 

That was just before she met Phil. 
When her boat sailed through the Canal 
they both knew that their meeting just 
a week or two before meant something 
wonderful to each of them. Every day 
Phil telephoned the boat while he and 
his orchestra were making one-night 
stands throughout the West. 

She stayed in New York—not three 
months but three weeks—and then came 
home to be with him. 

“My Faye’t is in your hands,” “Faye 
as you enter,” were some of the signs 
the boys of the band hung about to greet 
Alice when she stepped into that Para- 
mount dressing room. Outside his door 
that montrous horseshoe of beets, carrots 
and artichokes, all dried now, that Alice 
sent him on his opening day, still stands. 
Phil can’t bear to let it go. 


THEY laugh at the same things. “We 
seem to have so much in common,” 
Phil says. “And she’s such a swell girl. 
From every side I meet people who tell 
me some story of Alice’s kindness. I 
never knew or met a girl who thought 
constantly of other people the way Alice 
ae She’s wonderful. I’m crazy about 

"> 

Undoubtedly in the hands and heart of 
this boy from Nashville, Tennessee, the 
half-frightened, submerged ego of Alice’s, 
that has endeared her to all of us who 
know her, will find a place to blossom. 
In the heart of that boy that still says, 
“Yes, ma’am,” and means it. 

Phil’s story is the American way of 
success. While attending the Hume-Fogg 
military academy in Nashville, Phil and 
four other students organized a small 
orchestra and toured in the summer. In 
Denver, Colorado, a theatrical man heard 
the lads and later sent for them to play 
in his theaters in Honolulu. The boys 
left school and stayed a year in the 
islands. 

Phil next became a drummer in bands 
up and down the West Coast and later 
organized his own band that opened so 
successfully at the St. Francis Hotel in 
San Francisco and then followed Vallee 
on the Pennsylvania Roof in New York. 
He’s been a success ever since and is 
still a young man in his thirties. 

His admiration for Jack Benny, his 
simpleness of heart and love for simple 
living, his music and his boy have been 
the biggest things in his heart. 

But now it’s Alice, his wife. And with 
Alice it’s Phil—her husband. 

Until September, they will live in their 
separate and neighboring estates with all 
Hollywood pouring upon them their best 
wishes for a happy, happy marriage. 
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The Truth about the Draft 
In Hollywood 
(Continued from page 65) 


for another buildup at the Burbank lot, 
as well as another buildup at the romance 
business with Pat Stewart, whom he ex- 
pects to marry soon, when along came 
the fruits of the selective service act. 
Now his buildup will be done under the 
auspices of forty-eight stars and thirteen 
stripes. 

The case of Orson Welles has been 
watched with a good deal of interest. 
After two and a half years of being on 
the Hollywood firing line, where he good- 
naturedly bore the jibes of filmdom’s 
bigwigs, he has now come into his own 
as the genius of “Citizen Kane,” just 
released. Among the bids for his services 
pouring in from all the studios he re- 
ceived an inconspicuous invitation with a 
government stamp which took precedence 
over all others. 

There was a possibility of his being de- 
ferred. Welles supports his three-year- 
old child, who is in the custody of 
his former wife, since remarried, and up 
to the time his picture was actually 
shown, he was virtually broke. For under 
the terms of his contract with RKO he 
received operating expenses only until 
the release of the picture, at which time 
he receives twenty-five per cent of the 
gross receipts. Curious to go around 
with your pockets full of glory and no 
money. The condition is being rem- 
edied by the popularity of the picture 
in the several key spots where it is being 
shown. However, Citizen Kane is not 
destined to become Private Welles, at 
least for a while. His physical examina- 
tion disclosed an asthmatic condition and 
Uncle Sam has rated him in the 1-B 


class. 


‘THIRTY -THREE- year-old Fred Mac- 
Murray has not yet received his ques- 
tionnaire. (This article was written before 
all questionnaires had been mailed out.) 
Fred, however,.expects no deferment. 
Despite the fact that he has a wife 
who is a nonprofessional, the annuities 
which they have been carefully salting 
away will amply take care of “Lill,” as 
Fred calls her. 

Also, Robert Preston’s wife, Kay 
Feltus, constitutes no deferment for 
him, since she is a Paramount contract 
player. Bob has received his question- 
naire and doesn’t anticipate difficulty 
passing his physical examination. He 
shouldn't! 

Already Franchot Tone is listed as a 
casualty to Hollywood night life. He has 
received his questionnaire and, since he 
has no dependents and the pace he main- 
tains precludes any question of his 
physical stamina, the girls and boys 
about town are lining up the entertain- 
ment committee for a royal send-off. 

Cesar Romero, Hollywood’s number 
one escort, is beyond the probability of 
being called because—oddly enough for a 
bachelor—he has dependents. Mother, 
father, sister, aunt, two uncles and a 
brother (he’s putting him through col- 
lege), all look to him for support. 

This string of dependents is character- 
istic of many Hollywood celebrities. We 
might not unnaturally look to our he- 
men cowboy stars as good rootin’ tootin’ 
defenders. But Gene Autry, the greatest 
cowboy bet since Tom Mix, is the sup- 
port of a wife, a mother and father and 
numerous relatives. And there was a 
time not so long ago when you might 
also have included on the list his studio. 
However, Gene is anxious to help by 


AuGUST, 1941 























—Sure, you look a mess. 
Feel a little queer inside, too, 
don’t you? But mother’ll take 
care of your tummy and I'll 
have that suit looking like new 
before you can say Fels-Naptha 
Soap... And if you get in any more 
‘jams’, just remember those three words— 
i. Fels-Naptha Soap. They’re wonderful for 


keeping mothers in a good humor. . . . 
When you've a house and a family to keep 
spic-and-span, there’s nothing like Fels-Naptha 
Soap to relieve the daily strain on your 
disposition. No washing job will worry you 
when the two Fels-Naptha cleaners—gentle, 
I. active naptha and richer, golden soap—are 


Don't worry, pal 
—I'll square it 


with MOTHER! 























on hand to help. 
With this cleaning combination ready to 
take over tiring tasks and do your dainty 
things with gentle care, you'll find your 
household ticking along like 
clockwork! .... Next time you’re 
at the grocer’s, remember— 
Fels-Naptha Soap. 
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THE BRIDE WORE MAVIS 


to assure her comfort and feminine “O>" 

sweetness. Mavis is the talcum y 

that clothes your skin in satin 

smoothness . . . makes you comfortable on 

warm days when you'd like to be wearing 

only your birthday suit. The flower fragrance 
ps you stay sweet as you are even when 

thermometer sizzles. 

Keep Mavis in your bathroom, always, 
and if you’re a bride, be sure to take Mavis 
on your honeymoon.* 

In White, Flesh and Bopitan Shades, 
75¢, 50¢, 25¢, 10¢. 


P. S$. Men like Mavis, too! 
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taking on a heavy program of entertain- 
ing at the camps. 

Two more sole-supporters are John 
Howard, who has a mother and father 
dependent upon him, and Glenn Ford, 
bright new star from “So Ends Our 
Night,” whose mother is entirely depen- 
dent upon him. 

Eddie Norris, last seen in “Here Comes 
Happiness,” was so unprepared for the 
rapidity with which questionnaire, draft 
board summons and physical examina- 
tion descended upon him that his board 
gave him six months’ deferment. This 
was for the purpose of completing his 
course as an instructor of the air corps, 
because recruits are so badly needed in 
that field. 


OBERT CUMMINGS, whose career 

since “The Devil and Miss Jones” 
seems at last to have been unleashed 
from the bonds that held it back, is one 
of Hollywood’s leading aviators. He now 
has his third plane, called Spinach III, 
has organized a group of friends to build 
hangars of their own, has just had a new 
flying field named for him and is a lieu- 
tenant in the reserve air corps. As such, 
he is subject to active duty at any time, 
despite the fact that he has a wife and 
mother dependent upon him. 

Ray Milland and Stirling Hayden have 
both received their questionnaires, but 
Milland’s number is very high, so he 
doesn’t expect to be called for some time. 
Blond giant Hayden would make a mon- 
key out of the toughest physical exam- 
ination. He has, however, a mother to 
whose support he contributes. 

Good-looking young Robert Stack has 


| no dependents and no visible ailments. 





| 
| 
| 
| 
| 





He should be a setup for the board and 
the joy of the camp, but not for a while 


course, you do by putting your left foot 
back instead of forward and simply fol- 
lowing it; and you also learn a variation 
called the Junior Glide. 

Now that’s a very fancy name for a 
very uninvolved step, so don’t be dis- 
couraged. This is how you do it: 

1. Do the Murray Magic Step. 

2. Then, instead of going forward to 
repeat, do the same step backward— 
and as you start backward, lead your 
partner to your left, so that instead of 
simply following your feet she steps to 
the left of them. In other words, she 
dances under your left arm. 


but 


is a dip. 


Haywort 











Photoplay-Movie Mirror Dancing School 


(Continued from page 63) 


Pleasant varia- 
tion in any dance 
ultraspecial 
in the fox trot 
Left: 
The facts of the 
Closed Dip, illus- 
trated by Rita 

t and 
Ray Bolger; at 
right, the figures 


because his number is toward the end 
of the list. 

And speaking of new husbands and 
wives, everyone has been wondering if 
the world situation was going to come 
knocking on the door of Deanna Durbin’s 
honeymoon idyl. But Vaughn Paul’s 
number, 8670, is so high—or so far down 
the list, if you want to put it that way— 
that in all probability he won’t be called 
for a year. 

There has come to my attention only 
one instance of a deliberate attempt on 
the part of a star to circumvent the 
draft. This young man, scared at the 
prospect of facing military action, hast- 
ily settled a dispute with his studio so 
that he could be thrown immediately 
into a picture. On that basis the studio 
got him a deferment. But deferments 
can’t last forever! The ironic fillip of the 
incident is that one of the most effective 
parts the actor ever played was that of a 
real World War hero! 

Bill Holden presents a welcome con- 
trast. In spite of his impending marriage 
to Brenda Marshall and the happy new 
solution of his contract troubles with 
Paramount, Bill has been pestering his 
board to find out when he'll be called. 
Part of his eagerness is undoubtedly a 
desire to know how to plan his life for 
the immediate future. But the other part 
is an earnest conviction that there’s a big 
job ahead and he doesn’t feel at all put 
upon in being asked to do his share. 

By this time you should have found 
the answer to how some of your favorite 
stars stand in the matter of the draft. 
The list is by no means complete, but it 
gives a fairly representative cross section 
of how Americanism is operating in 
Hollywood. You have the personal as- 
surance of “Fearless”—it’s okay! 


3. When you have completed the steps 
backward, start over again, moving 
ahead; and, having maneuvered your girl 
to the right, lead her in such fashion 
that she dances to your right—that is, 
you dance under her right arm and she 
dances backward under your right arm. 

Vary this in any fashion you care to. 


[HE next lesson brings you to what 
Mr. Murray, in his off moments, likes 
to call the “Twinkle.” However coy and 
corny its name, the step itself is indis- 
pensable. We are still talking directly 
to the man: How else can you instruct 
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the execution of a turn? And this is 
how he does it: 

Stand with feet together. 

Step forward on your left foot, slowly. 

Walk forward with your right foot 
quickly and at the same time turn your 
body to the left. 

Bring your left foot up quickly, turn- 
ing to the left at the same time. 

Cross your right foot over your left, 
to the left—turning your body at the 
same time. 

Step left with your left foot and bring 
your right foot up to it, turning once 
again to face forward in the same direc- 
tion in which you started. 


Now we come to the Swing Step. This | 


little business is like eating shredded 
wheat to learn and like an extraspecial 
dancing sauce to do, actually. It gives 
beautiful service in getting out of the 
way of the inevitable other dancers who 
careen about and it’s fun to do. 


Step slowly to the left, with your left 
foot, swinging your right foot up to the 
left, but not stepping on it. 

Step slowly to the right with your 
right foot, swinging the left foot up to the 
right. 

Take two quick steps to the left, cross- 
ing your right foot over your left. 

Repeat, with step to the left with the 
left foot. 

There are at least three ways to dip, 
which is always a pleasant variation in 
any dance, but especially in the fox trot. 
We’re going to show you two—the simple 
collegiate or closed dip, and the open dip. 

Here’s how you do the closed dip: 

1. Slow walking step forward, left foot. 

2. Slow walking step forward, right 
foot. 

3. Quick step to left. 


4. Draw right up to left, quickly. So | 


far this is the forward Magic Step. 

5. Slowly step back on left, dip. 

6. Slowly step forward on right, draw- 
ing left foot up to right. 

7. Quick step to left. 

The open dip is the same combination 
of steps, except that the girl goes to her 
partner’s right and dips beside him. 


To Make You Happier 


(Continued from page 49) 


Use Flowers for Your Ambassadors | 


Say it with flowers in my book is 
much more than a florist’s motto to drum 
up trade. Flowers serve so many social 
exchanges. They give sincerity to the 
note with which you refuse an invitation. 
They please a hostess the day after her 
party. They say thank you, eloquently, 
when someone has done you a favor. 
And they work miracles for friends who 
have recently lost someone who was dear 
. . . Claudette Colbert. 

When you send flowers to your friends 
don’t let the florist scribble your message 
on a card. If you can’t get a note to 
his shop ask him to stop for it. This 
seems trifling but remember how impor- 
tant trifles can be . . . Ouida Bergere. 

A box of flowers, a basket of flowers, 
or, better still, a bowl of flowers ar- 
ranged by the florist is a pleasant way 
of welcoming a friend visiting your city 
—whether your friend stops at a hotel 
or with another friend . . . Bette Davis. 


When it comes to entertaining, our 
experts, as one woman, advise: 
Don't Pretend Beyond Your Income... 

Learn to say, “I can’t do that just now” 
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ARE YOU SURE OF 
YOUR PRESENT ‘ 
PERSPIRATION-CHECK 
TEST IT! PUT IT 
UNDER THIS ARM. 





Use FRESH *2 and 


PUT FRESH #2 under one arm—put your 
present non-perspirant under the other. 
And then... 


1. See which one checks perspiration bet- 
ter. We think FRESH #2 will. 


2.See which one prevents perspiration 
odor better. We are confident you'll 
find FRESH #2 will give you a feeling 
of complete under-arm security. 


3.See how gentle FRESH #2 is—how 
pleasant to use. This easy-spreading 
vanishing cream is absolutely grease- 
less. It is neither gritty nor sticky. 


4. See how convenient FRESH #2 is to ap- 
ply. You can use it immediately before 
dressing—no waiting for it to dry. 


5. And revel in the knowledge, as you use 
FRESH #2, that it will not rot even 
the most delicate fabric. Laboratory 
tests prove this. 


FRESH #2 comes in three sizes—50¢ for 
extra-large jar; 25¢ for generous medium 
jar; and 10¢ for handy travel size. 





PUT FRESH"2 THe new 

PERSPIRATION -CHECK 
UNDER THIS any” 
SEE WHICH STOPS 


PERSPIRATION BETTER. 





DRESS DESIGNED BY OMAR KIAM 


stay fresher! 








Free offer—to make your own test! 


Once you make this under-arm test, we’re 
sure you'll never be satisfied with any 
other perspiration-check. That’s why 
we hope you'll accept this free offer. 
Print your name and address on postcard 
and mail to FRESH, Dept. 4-D, Louisville, 


Ky. We'll send you a trial-size > 
jar of FRESH #2, postpaid. okey 


Companion of FRESH #2 is FRESH 
#1. FRESH #1 deodorizes, but does 
not stop perspiration. In a tube in- 
stead of a jar. Popular with men too. 
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or “That’s a little too grand for my 
budget” easily—even if you have to work 
on this the way you would work on the 
lines you were going to read in a play 
... Joan Bennett. 

Apologies for anything that indicates 
limited circumstances are out of order— 
always! ... Bette Davis. 

When you shop for a present don’t try 
to compete financially; realize how much 
imagination is worth. Don’t say to your- 
self, “There's nothing I can give So-and- 
so.” For even if So-and-so is a bird in 
a gilded cage and able to spend ten times 
for your present what you can spend 
for her present, you can charm her. Re- 
member the random remarks she has 
made at different times and give her 
the crock of Cheddar cheese in port wine 
or the sachets she loves so well but 
never quite gets around to buying for 
herself. Or, if she lives in the country, 
give her a flowering shrub to plant be- 
side her driveway or a baby apple tree 

. . Bette Davis. 


Put On An Act 


Unless you’re a paragon of all the 
virtues, your social life, our mentors in- 
sist, will benefit tremendously by a little 
acting now and then. 

Both happiness and harmony and re- 
sentment and anger are contagious things. 
If you’ve had a quarrel with the boy 
friend or the husband before a party, 
never let anyone guess it! Avoid acting 
cold or superior or strained. And don’t 
take as much as one pot shot! Put on an 
act if it kills you! It won’t. In fact, by 
’ the time the party is over your quarrel 
probably will be over, too... Joan 
Bennett. 

When you have a difficult guest you 
must stick with him or her. And be 
very sure your eyes don’t wander, long- 
ingly, toward a gay group at the other 
end of the room. The best approach to 
the difficult guest is a flattering one, 
something like, “At last I can come over 
and talk with you”—in a voice that 
suggests this is the thing you most want 
to do .. . Joan Bennett. 

Train children to put on an act, to 
have party manners, and to bring them 
along when they come into the living 
room to meet your friends. Give the 
children pride in any entertaining that 
goes on in your house even when they 
have no part in it. And before children 
go to a party it’s an excellent idea, in- 
stead of nagging about what they should 
not do, to say something like this: “I’m 
so happy you're going to this party be- 
cause I know I'll get a telephone call 
this evening telling me how kind and 
polite you were.” Children adore to show 
off. And they’ll show off in a construc- 
tive way if this is suggested to them 
beforehand . .. Joan Bennett. 

Don’t gush. Gushing is nervous-mak- 
ing . . . Bette Davis. 


Set Your Stage 


Give a thought to the colored paper 
streamers, the Jack Horner pies and the 
snappers that are so essential at chil- 
dren’s parties. Then seek adult effects 
that will induce the same gala mood in 
your guests that these things induce in 
children. 

Cocktails before dinner are a must! 
They need not be alcoholic. In a pre- 
vious issue Photoplay-Movie Mirror 
published recipes for several teetotaler 
cocktails that are great favorites in 
Hollywood. Pull the curtains, light the 
lamps .. . and let your winter party open 
with cocktails by the fire or, in this 
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season, with cocktails in the garden. . 
Myrna Loy. 

A bowl of nuts in their shells, with 
nutcrackers handy, a bowl of chewing 
gum and hard candies, a bowl of choc- 
olates, a bowl of fruit... . Never under- 
estimate the way such things will come 
to the aid of your party! Place them 
conveniently in your living room in the 
evening and irrespective of how much 
dinner was enjoyed you'll find your 
guests nibbling and there’s something as 
relaxed and comfortable and friendly in 
the act as in the word... Claudette 
Colbert. 

Candlelight in the living room as well 
as the dining room, even if it has to be 
supplemented by lamps, is a great asset. 
Candlelight is flattering, as every woman 
knows. So it puts the girls in a benign 
mood at once. And it also has the magic 
that causes people to talk intimately .. . 
Claudette Colbert. 

It isn’t how much money goes into a 
party, it’s how much hostess. If a party 
is to be successful the guests must feel 
the thoughtfulness of their hostess every- 
where—in the filled match boxes and 
cigarette containers, in the arrangement 
of the flowers, in the fresh cake of soap 
and the box of powder and the indi- 
vidual powder puffs and the supply of 
guest towels in the bathroom, in the 
porch lamp turned on to greet them, 
in the door’s being flung wide as they 
approach . . . Ouida Bergere. 

Consider the tastes and diets of your 
guests .. . Ouida Bergere. 

Don’t attempt to entertain formally or 
elaborately unless you’re equipped to do 
this. Instead, lay your table with a bright 
cloth and gay dishes and let your guests 
help—really help! Give the girl or the 
man who boasts about the salad he or she 
throws together a bowl. salad ingredients, 
oil and vinegar, and the seasoning. Lead 
the man who knows how to broil steak 
so its charred a little on the outside and 
just rare enough in the center to your 
broiler. Heat potato chips or a casse- 
role of macaroni au gratin that has 
been prepared beforehand. And arrange 
a large tray of assorted crackers and 
cheeses for dessert. If you'll do this 
no one will work hard, everyone will 
have fun and one or two friends will 
have a gorgeous chance to exhibit. How- 
ever, insist the fine co-operative spirit 
end when dinner is on the table. The 
dishes should be your responsibility when 
the party is over ... Rosalind Russell. 

It’s stupid to say the best parties are 
the hit-or-miss affairs that aren’t planned 
beforehand. Sometimes a_ spontaneous 
party works out great fun. But the par- 
ties that have “laid an egg” because they 
weren't planned! It depends upon your 
guests whether bridge or another game 
or conversation is in order. Be prepared 
to direct your party along specific lines. 
But don’t be arbitrary about this. If 
those people you expected to sit glum 
and silent begin to talk stimulatingly or 
amusingly cross your fingers and hide 
the parchesi board .. . Bette Davis. 

A small table before the fireplace or 
in the garden is charming for a little 
luncheon or supper, for evening refresh- 
ments or for tea... Ouida Bergere. 


Cast Your Parties Carefully 


The wrong guests will ruin a party as 
quickly and as thoroughly as the wrong 
players will ruin a picture. 

Different friends appeal to different 
facets in our personality. But this doesn’t 
mean—as you may have discovered— 
they always will appeal to different facets 
in one another’s versonality. Therefore, 


any time you throw all of your friends 
together indiscriminately you can expect 
antagonism or yawns and early depar- 
tures. It’s much smarter to plan different 
parties for different groups and to be 
completely honest with your friends 
about this . . . Bette Davis. 

Always invite one or two extroverts. 
Extroverts will talk about themselves, 
tell funny stories, play the piano, sing, 
stand on their heads . . some way, 
somehow they’ll entertain everyone and 
have a gorgeous time doing it. Whereas, 
if all your guests are introverts—the 
quiet type with no urge to exhibit—your 
party, very easily, can die a most un- 
seemly death . . . Claudette Colbert. 

If the guests at a large party don’t 
divide into groups naturally a little stage 
direction is in order. Set up a bridge 
table and four chairs and lead the Cul- 
bertson addicts to it. Get the badminton 
or skiing or bicycling enthusiasts to- 
gether in a comfortable conversational 
corner. Sort your guests! ... Bette 
Davis. ; 


Irrespective of how carefully you cast 
your party you're likely to have one 
guest who will arrive late. Don’t delay 
dinner more than fifteen minutes. This 
saves your other guests from a dinner 
that has been kept in the warming oven 
and it saves your late guest greater 
embarrassment . . . Bette Davis. 


When You Accept An Invitation You 
Have a Job 


What kind of a job? First Aide to your 
Hostess, of course. 


Keep things pleasant. It’s not up to 
you to check on anything that is said. 
Don’t parade your memory by recollect- 
ing unpleasant or embarrassing incidents. 
And don’t parade your honesty by saying 
disagreeable things. Kind and flattering 
incidents and comments are just as in- 
dicative of a good memory and honesty 
but, unfortunately, most people who 
pride themselves on their memory or 
honesty overlook this completely 
Rosalind Russell. 

When a game is proposed, never say, 
“Oh, are we going to play that again!” 
Get into the spirit of the party and 
you'll come out best three different ways 

. you'll be a joy to your hostess, 
you ll appear more attractive to the other 
guests and you'll have a better time 
... Rosalind Russell. 

Whenever you find yourself left out of 
things, remember this doesn’t indicate 
any inferiority on your part; it indicates, 
instead, inferiority on the part of those 
around you, because they are being 
thoughtless or rude to you, another guest. 
Include yourself in a group or a con- 
versation at any cost—and save your 
hostess the concern she would feel about 
you had you continued to wander around 
alone . . . Joan Bennett. 

You’re not chic or important when 
you’re late for a party; you’re rude and 
annoying. If you can’t help being late, 
telephone your hostess, explain your 
difficulty and ask her to go ahead with 
bridge or dinner or whatever is sched- 
uled . . . Myrna Loy. 

When you're a house guest, whether 
your visit is to last a week end, a week, 
or a month, be self-sufficient! Don’t trail 
your hostess all over the house. Sit down 
with a bag of needlework or a book, or 
take a walk. Look contented and com- 
fortable : . . Bette Davis. 

All right, you’re on your own! We wish 
you luck. But with these social secrets 
of the stars stowed away in your bag of 
tricks we doubt that you'll need it. 
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Feather in Buddy Pep- 
per's cap is this date 
with Jane Withers, her 
first unchaperoned one 


EAR JUNIORS: 
D First of all I want to say “hello” 

to you for Jane Withers, who told 
me to be sure and do so because she 
made so many friends when she was 
guest editor of this department. Jane was 
the one who really got me my real chance 
in Hollywood and she and her family are 
swell people and real friends. I was 
playing in a revue, “Meet the People,” 
in Hollywood and Jane and her mother 
came to see it. They told 20th Century- 
Fox about me and it was through that 
that I got the part of Jane’s boy friend 
in “Golden Hoofs.” 

I’ve been in Hollywood a little over 
two years now; I came out when I was 
fourteen with Florence Pepper and the 
two of us did an act together. I was 
born in Kentucky and though there was 
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no theatrical background in my family, I 
played the piano and sang by ear and 
got on the radio when I was about eight. 

Gus Edwards and his vaudeville unit 
came to Louisville when I was twelve 
years old and I got to meet him and 
joined the unit. Through him I met Jack 
Pepper and he and Florence and I put 
on our own act in which I sang and 
danced and played the piano. Florence 
worked as his sister and I was supposed 
to be his brother, so that’s how both 
Florence and I got the name of Pepper. 
My real name’s Jack Starkey, but I 
couldn’t use Jack because that was Pep- 
pers name. He wanted to call me 
Johnny, but we finally compromised on 
Buddy. 

I’d like to change it again because I 
think I’m getting too old to be called 


Buddy. It was all right when I was 
younger, but I’m sixteen now and I think 
I ought to have another name, don’t you? 

My first Hollywood break was due to 
our appearance on one of the Sunday 
night shows at the Trocadero. Joe Pas- 
ternak saw us that night and signed both 
Florence and me for Deanna Durbin’s 
picture, “That Certain Age.” 

After “Golden Hoofs” I got into Walt 
Disney’s new picture, “The Reluctant 
Dragon.” I play the office boy who takes 
Bob Benchley through the studio. Bench- 
ley goes into every department trying to 
get away from me and in this way you see 
the whole Disney studio. 

I hope you like me in the picture. 

Sincerely, 
Buddy Pepper. 


P. S. I think it would be swell if you’d 
all write to me, too. And I’d welcome 
your help in choosing another name. As 
I told you, I think I’m getting pretty old 
to be called Buddy, so if you'll write 
and tell me what you think about it or 
what name you suggest I take instead, 
I'll be very glad to hear from you. Ill 
give an autographed picture to the ten 
boys or girls who write in the most in- 
teresting letters and Miss Betty Turner 
will help me judge them. Please write 
to me in care of Movie Mirror Junior, 
7751 Sunset Boulevard, Hollywood, Cali- 
fornia, and be sure to mail your letter 
before July 25, 1941. 


Owing to the great volume of contri- 
butions received by this department we 
regret that it is impossible for us to 
return unaccepted material. Accordingly, 
we strongly recommend that all contrib- 
utors retain a copy of any manuscript 
submitted to us. 
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names. Ronnie was Booboo till last year, 
but that’s out. “I’m Butch, and he’s Spike. 
Lonny, that’s our brother, he’s got a 
name, too. It’s the Killer.” 

Spike is the gentler of the two. He 
mothered his mother before the baby 
was born. “Keep away from her, Butch. 
You’re too rough.” So long as he’s fed 
and warm, nothing bothers Butch. His 
single weakness is Annie, whose special 
charge he’s been from infancy. Tem- 
peramentally averse to sappy stuff, he 
will nevertheless lie abed like a lug in 
the morning and coo, “Annie dear, come 
fetch your baby.” 

The difference between the boys is 
well marked by an engagement which 
took place shortly before Honore went 
to the hospital. Knowing that their 
mother was less active than usual, they 
were more boisterous. They’d been quar- 
reling all morning in the back yard. Fed 
up, Honore called from her bedroom win- 
dow. “If you two don’t quit that, I’m 
coming down and knock your heads 
together.” 

Spike lifted reproachful eyes. “Is that 
a nice way to talk to a little boy?” 

“Don’t you care,” chortled his brother. 
“She wouldn’t come down those stairs 
for anything.” 

Once Butch said, “I don’t like you,” 
and it sounded ugly. Honore spanked his 
hand. “I still don’t like you.” This went 
on for several minutes, while Butch’s 
hand grew redder and he racked his 
brains for a method of saving said mem- 
ber without hauling down his colors. “All 
right, all right, you just wait and see if 
you come to my birthday party—if I have 
a birthday party,” he faltered. 

While their mother doesn’t pull her 
punches, they realize that she can some- 
times be charmed into laughter. 

“I know you're acting,” says Spike. “I 
see a little smile.” And Butch will cock 
his head, the cherub complete with sun 
suit, to inquire winningly, “Aren’t I the 
rascal, though?” 

They also realize that these tricks make 
not the slightest impression on Daddy. 
“Of course they’re smart,” says their 
mother. “They don’t do anything they 
shouldn’t when he’s around.” But a 
promise made in the household is a prom- 
ise kept. If Mamma says she’s going to 
tell Daddy, she tells him. And if Butch 
takes doom by the forelock and murmurs, 
“I was naughty. Spank my hand,” Daddy 
doesn’t say, “How cute.” He spanks it. 


THE Ameches have reason to hope, how- 
ever, that Butch has through sad ex- 
perience attained the age of reason. He’s 
huskier than Spike, also more impetuous. 
One day he socked his brother with a 
roller skate. This was serious. Don 
talked to him that night, explained the 
heinousness of his sin, told him that 
Spike was to be removed from his dan- 
gerous neighborhood and sent to stay 
with Grandma for a while. Butch bawled. 
When Spike returned, he treated him 
like a bijou wrapped in lamb’s wool. Till 
there rose an argument over a toy steam 
shovel, which Butch settled by clunking 
Spike over the head with it. Now all 
either of his parents need say is: “Do 
you want Daddy to spank you the way 
he did that night?” “No,” says young 
Butch, “did that hurt!” He’s just started 
his formal education at nursery school. 
Honore is prepared to see him led home 
by the ear any day, with a not too 
polite, “Here, you can have him.” 
Watching his father with his children, 
Don can only wonder. The senior 
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How Don Ameche Lives 
(Continued from page 32) 





Ameche was in his day a stern discipli- 


narian. “I didn’t dare look cross-eyed,” 
complains his eldest. Now Grandpa’s 
gone soft. He can’t stand hearing his 


grandsons cry. “Ah, g’wan, he’s only a 
baby, leave him alone.” A wail from 
Lonny’s bassinet and Grandpa lays down 
his rummy cards to sneak upstairs. He’s 
not supposed to pick the baby up and 
meets all suspicious glances with the 
same grin and the same story: “I just 
look at him. He says, ‘Okay, Grandpop’ 
and goes to sleep.” 

Don thinks his father’s the grandest 
guy he’s ever known. “He was strict all 
right, but I’ve never heard him say or 
do a mean thing.” He’s not much of a 
talker, but his eyes are Italian, dark and 
expressive. “When he laughs,” says his 
son, “they dance all over. When he gets 
mad, you get paralyzed.” In this Don 
resembles him. Honore says she’s seen 
him lose his temper only two or three 
times, but “when he does, watch out for 
him.” Grandma’s fair and blue-eyed, 
and there’s nothing Italian about her but 
her spaghetti. Honore is also authority 
for the statement that when Don lifts his 
head, sniffs and streaks out of the house 
it’s because the breeze has blown him 





This scion of the Ameches is Tommy 
(above with Honore and Don) whose 
activities are as yet confined to 
playing jiujutsu with Father's fingers 


a whiff from down the road of Grand- 
ma’s spaghetti. 

The elder Ameches live a quarter of a 
mile away in a white ranch house, built 
for them by Don long before he bought 
a house of his own. 

Grandpa planted fruit trees and built 
chicken coops. At the moment he’s 
flushed with creative pride, for after two 
years of sweat and strain he’s produced 
a crop of prize tomatoes. He keeps the 
family supplied with plums and apricots, 
with fowl and eggs. 


T= family is naturally grateful to Don, 
who considers that he’s pleasing him- 
self and there’s nothing to be grateful 









for. “He’s a good boy,” says Pop—his 
highest praise. Mom is more articulate. 
Because he’s so much older and has 
lived apart from them so long, the 
younger children tend to put Don in a 
class with their father and he can’t laugh 
them out of it. It’s to Honore they turn. 
It was Honore’s car Louis borrowed 
when he hadn’t one of his own. It’s 
Honore who helps the girls with their 
dress and school and boy problems. 

She has what some wise man called 
the grace of living—the humor to enliven 
routine existence, the courage to meet 
emergencies without losing her humor. 
Golden-haired and unruffled, she moves 
through life, creating a sense of strength 
and serenity on which others draw. And 
if this makes her sound like some remote 
goddess, then we’ve done her wrong. No 
one is warmer or more approachable 
than the gay Honore. 

She knew that Tommy would have to 
come by Caesarean birth. He was due 
about the middle of August. She tried 
to make a deal with the doctor to bam- 
boozle Don and get him out of the way 
while she went to the hospital. The doc- 
tor refused the responsibility. 

It happened, however, that Don was 
away on a fishing trip when Honore, in 
her own words, started feeling goofy a 
month ahead of time. The doctor ordered 
her to the hospital. “What! And get 
stuck for two weeks?” 

“You do as I tell you, young woman,” 
he roared. “And—hey, wait a minute. 
Take some phenobarbital.” 

She took some phenobarbital. She took 
a shower. The girls were out. She called 
to Gabe to bring her bag up. Harriet 
Lauck helped her pack and drove her to 
the hospital. It was seven o’clock. Har- 
riet was so jittery that Honore sent her 
home. The doctor decided on immediate 
operation. “Better phone Don,” he said. 


“What for?” said Honore calmly. 

“Well, there ought to be someone—” 

“Look, you’re here, I’m here—that’s all 
we need. What good will it do me to 
have Don chewing his fingers off in the 
corridor? I'll sign for the operation.” 

She was taken to the delivery room at 
eight. The baby was born at eight-forty. 
Don got the wire at camp next morning. 
“Honore and baby son doing well.” 

With Lonny it went less easily. She 
was under anesthetics for two days be- 
fore his birth and in the hospital for six 
weeks after. Despite which, she keeps 
talking about the girl they want and 
haven’t got yet. Don says if they get her 
at all, it will be by adoption. 

Butch and Spike got a little bored 
with the baby business. They were over- 
heard discussing it. “Mom gave all of 
Bridget’s puppies away. Why doesn’t she 
get rid of a couple of the kids?” 

Now that the kids have grown into 
recognizable individuals, they’ve changed 
their tune. What they’re proudest of is 
the fact that their handprints in plaster 
cast adorn the wall of their father’s 
dressing-room at Twentieth Century- 
Fox, where he is currently making 
“Week-end in Havana” after his suc- 
cessful voyage over to Paramount for 
“Kiss The Boys Goodbye.” One day they 
came to their mother with a petition. 
“Can we give Daddy the kids’ handprints 
for his birthday present?” 

Honore hasn’t yet recovered from this 
display of sentiment in her two eldest. 
Four plaques now hang on the wall of 
Don’s dressing room. Proving that as far 
as their brothers are concerned, Tommy 
and Lonny have made good. 


PHOTOPLAY combined with MOVIE MIRROR 











SPECIAL WORK FOR WOMEN! 






D° you want lots of extra Yes! Absolutely 
cash? If you have spare Free! Not a penny 
to pay now or any 


time. You can get 
your entire Fall 


time and are ambitious, here is an casy way to get money—quick! 
Because our extensive national advertising is creating such 

































a great demand for famous Fashion Frocks we need more women to weniedins. tatiaas 
demonstrate our 140 smartly styled, lovely dresses for Fall. All a cent of cost, and 
sensational values because direct from factory. Many are as low as earn money be- 
2 for $3.29. You can carn up to $23.00 weekly and in addition sides. 
get all your own dresses free of any cost. Hundreds of women are 
making big successes and are enjoying this pleasant, casy, dignified EASY TO START! 
way to make money. The same opportunity that enabled Lauria ° 
Flack of North Carolina to earn $12.90 No Experience or Money Required and 
in four hours—or Mrs. Mabel Wagner No House-to-House Canvassing Necessary 
of Idaho to earn $11.00 in two hours— You can start a dress business right at home in your spare hours. Just 
or Amelia Jacobs of New Jersey let your friends and neighbors know that you have the latest Fashidn 


to earn $22.00 her very first Frock line of gorgeous dresses. Once you show them America's 
sill ; : smartest display of dresses, equal in styling, fabrics and workman- 
Wes ow Cpe © yee. ship to dresses worth much more, they will gladly give you their 
Mail coupon below for this orders. And every order means a nice cash profit for you. The smart, 
last-minute styles are really breath-taking. The low, direct factory 
; : rices are truly sensational—as low as two dresses for $3.29—and 

opportunity and Free dress offer. P : 7 
: appeal to every woman. And the complete line is absolutely Free to 


Wendy Baris you—all without a penny of cost or obligation. 


atasth oneal AUTHENTIC STYLES 


two-toned frock with 
pe — Approved by Prominent Fashion Authorities 
STYLE 350 and Worn by Many Hollywood Movie Stars 


The advance Fall and Winter Fashion Frock styles are thrilling. 
They are the last-minute fashion ideas that have just been released 
at all che famed style centers. They have the acceptance of fashion 
editors of leading magazines for women, and are worn in Holly- 
Wood by many prominent screen actresses. They are authentic styles 
"and reflect future as well as present style trends. 


Complete Style Portfolio Sent FREE! 


You will be delighted and pleased to go through this elaborate style 
presentation. You will rave over the gorgeous styles and marvel at 
e astounding values. It's all you need to make money with this 
azing opportunity—as much as $23.00 weekly, and in addition tw a 
regular income, get all your own dresses Free of any cost. And 
mber—you don't need to spend one cent, now or ever. Every- 
is furnished you FREE. Just fill in the coupon, giving your 
und dress size. Paste it on a postal card and mail at once. 


ASHION FROCKS, Inc., Desk 22039 
incinnati, Ohio 


in National Demand 
Because Nationally 
Advertised Fashion Frocks 


are known to women every- 
where because they are adver- 
tised in Ladies’ Home Journal, 
Voman's Home Companion, 
cCall's Magazine, Vogue, 
ausehold, and other peri- 
icals in big pages and in 
1 color. The demand for 
m is growing so rapidly 
need more ambitious 
men to help us take care 
it. Mail coupon at once. 


amazing Free money - making 



































» - 
hours and best —yout 


| 
\ uon 
me—withour oblig@ | 
\ Name —— — | : | 
' 
\ 
t 





 msamaiall State 
firm shouldered. neu Address _ ae 
dolman-sleeved frock agit Dress Size — 
caught over at front. Ccity-— ——— pill a 
STYLE 320 8 ao-o™ 
— ‘ 


AuGcusT, 1941 








from school while ogling the boys. 

Martha was careful that her nintimate 
friend wasn’t too pretty, or cleverer than 
she was; but it made a dandy foursome, 
the two boy cousins and the two girls, 
and her loveliest memory is the time 
she and her friend walked six whole 
miles over to the town where the boy 
cousins lived and they all swung from 
the barn pulley that was intended only 
to yank hay up into the haymow. Today, 
she shudders at the thought, not only of 
walking twelve miles to see any human 
being, but also at the memory of two 
little girls swinging up into the air, while 
the boys pulled the ropes, swinging up 
over pitchforks, and horses, and open 
holes in the hayloft through which they 
might have fallen and broken arms, legs 
and necks. 

Ah, yes, life was perfect until she came 
to Kansas City, Missouri. Then it was 
heartbreak. 


SHE went into high school. She was 
that smart, even at twelve. She went 
with her hair in curls, twenty-six of them 
that her mother brushed each night and 
curled around her finger each morning. 
She went with her freckles all over her 
tiny nose, and her homemade dresses 
and her rambunctious manners, and she 
saw The Boy sitti is Gee, the most 
popular “man” in class, and she 
heard, too, the giggles of the other girls, 
who all had bobs, and city ways, and 
city clothes, and she wanted to die, be- 
tween love and humiliation. She was too 
young, too sensitive, to know that their 
superiority came’ from the mere fact that 
they were all two or three years older 
than she. She was too young to realize 
he wasn’t too bright, and certainly not 
as bright as she, being a freshman of 
fifteen to her twelve. She only knew 
that he was wonderful and that he didn’t 
know she existed. 

She got him to write in her memory 
book. He wrote, “Yours till a Hershey 
Bar becomes a saloon,” and she thought 
it was the wittiest thing she-had ever 
heard of. She got him to exchange a 
stamp with her and she put that stamp 
in her collection and voluptuously kissed 
it goodnight every night. She hung 
around after classes and sat in the seat 
he had sat in, just to get a sense of his 
nearness. But he simply continued to be 
unaware fhat she was within miles. 

Her father, who had been wretched as 
a farmer, was supremely happy as the 
superintendent of the maintenance de- 
partment of a Kansas City factory. To 
this day, Martha says, he can look at 
any piece of machinery and diagnose 
just which lost nut or bolt is putting it 
temporarily out of repair. M ’s small 
brother, whom she ignored because he 
was so much littler and got into her 
sphere of influence, was a riot in the city. 
But she continued miserable. 

She tried going in for athletics because 
“her man” was the school’s best athlete. 
But at games she was always the smallest 
one, right at the tag end of the line 
always. She was too feeble for tennis, 
not strong enough for basketball, though 
eventually they made her “running cen- 
ter” of the team, even though Martha 
can’t recall what duties that entailed. 
She hated being short. She haunted the 
gymnasium and hung on the bars and at 
night she practically stretched herself 
apart in bed, hoping to grow, but she 
never did until she got into her first 
high-school play. Then she shot up, 
straight through scarlet fever, her infe- 
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"I'm Going to Be Somebody" 


(Continued from page 39) 





riority complex and her love frustration. 

She sincerely believes she started 
growing at sixteen because she suddenly 
found her personal means of expression, 
but just before it she nearly lost her 
life. She had been cast for the lead in 
the high-school play, opposite that Man 
of Her Dreams. She rehearsed franti- 
cally, magnificently, and then the day 
before the play was to be shown, she 
came down with scarlet fever. They told 
her that meant she couldn’t possibly be 
in the play and her agony at that thought 
was so great that she sank into a coma 
and lay there, close to death, for days. 
Her parents were frantic. Her doctor 
was grim. The school authorities finally 
came to feel responsible. They put the 
play off and her teacher, Miss Thomas, 
came to her bedside and whispered that 
if.she would only get well, she could play 
in the prologue of the show, which she 
had just written and in which Martha 
wouldn’t have to say a word. That was 
when she started recovering and she was 
the star of the show in that speechless 
rologue. Heaven knows what she might 
Reve done then, if her father hadn’t 
been taken to the Detroit branch of his 


-factory to be superintendent and if the 


Scotts hadn’t moved there and imme- 
diately encountered the great depression. 


F it hadn’t been for the depression, she 

probably would have dashed for Broad- 
way that summer when she graduated 
from high school and Kansas City and 
was sixteen. But because even her 
father’s work seemed about to go glim- 
mering, she faced a dreary future and, 
except for Miss Ida Lilly, she would have 
looked for any sort of job herself. 

Miss Lilly was an ex-schoolteacher of 
Martha’s and a distant relative besides. 
You’ve seen her on the screen, too, if you 
saw “Cheers for Miss Bishop,” wherein 
Martha tried to reproduce her inspira- 
tion, her unse , her instinctive 
nobleness of character. It was Miss Lilly 
who came forward and said Martha must 
go to college at the University of Michi- 
gan and who advanced her $2,000 for that 
purpose. 

Martha admits now that she has hither- 
to dramatized that story also in the 
telling. “What I didn’t tell was that 
my parents put up an equal amount,” 
she confesses. “That steady, selfless sac- 
rifice that thousands of parents make 
for their children because it is usual, 
rather than rare, doesn’t sound so won- 
derful, but they deserve that I give them 
all the wonderful credit that is due them, 
too.” 

She was in heaven and in love all the 
time she was at the University. She cut 
off her hated curls. (Her mother still 
has the whole twenty-six of them, care- 
fully wrapped in tissue paper.) She grew 
straight and slim, if not very tall, and 
she was the uncontested ingenue of the 
University Dramatic Society and defi- 
nitely a belle. There were always seven 
or eight boys pursuing her and even 
girls liked her; and life, except that there 
was almost no money at home, was com- 
pletely blissful. 

When she graduated, she got a chance 
at summer stock in Detroit and with two 
other girls (and whisper it, one of the 
boys from the University) she moved 
into an a ent and they all worked 
their heads off, and lived chiefly on cokes 
and hamburgers and dreams. All three 
of the girls, including Martha, thought 
they were in love with that boy, who 
slept on a couch in the front room and 








shared a fourth of the expenses, so that 
made everything perfectly moral, for 
nobody dared try so much as a come- 
hither smile with the others always 
watching like hawks. 

When the summer stock season ended, 
she got, magically, a chance at playing 
Shakespeare at the World’s Fair in Chi- 
cago. The pay was infinitesimal; the 
work was prodigious. They did seven 
shows a day, seven days a week, and had 
a repertoire of eight Shakespearean plays. 
The big idea had been to bring Shakes- 
peare to “the masses,” but the result, as 
far as Martha was concerned, was to 
learn how to read lines rapidly but ac- 
curately; how to dress rapidly but ac- 
curately; how to eat rapidly and whatever 
was at hand; and to be everlasting in and 
about and of the theater, which she loved. 
Of course, she got no sleep and no rest, 
but she did learn. She put in two solid 
years that way, until the Fair closed. 

She headed then for Broadway. Her 
cash capital was exactly $150 and by 
the time she got her railroad fare out 
of it, she had only $50-left. But she had 
heard of “The Rehearsal Club,” that ex- 
citing, friendly club for theatrical aspi- 
rants that you saw on the screen when 
it was pictured in “Stage Door.” She 
found she could live there for a whole 
month for that $50, so she turned it over 
forthwith and went out to haunt the 
agencies. Here she was in America’s big- 
gest city, part of it, walking its streets, 
seeing its. sights, listening to its romantic 
sounds. She adored her two roommates 
and thought every girl in the Club a 
darling. Life seemed utterly friendly and 
fascinating until she invaded the real 
managers’ offices and then it was Kansas 
City all over again. 


aaa in those majestic offices, her hair 
Was once more grinned at, her defi- 
nitely small-town clothes were smiled at. 
Whenever she could get past the office 
boys, she found her summer stock no- 
tices smiled at, but mostly, like her first 
love, these men ignored her. The end of 
her first month was only a few days 
away. She knew she couldn’t send home 
for money—because there wasn’t any 
there. She couldn’t ask Miss Lilly for 
more, since that original $2,000 loah rep- 
resented all Miss Lilly’s savings. 

So finally when the new month 
dawned, she gave up her dreams. She 
had been a star in Detroit, but she was a 
flop along Broadway. She would re- 
nounce acting. She would get a job, any 
kind of a job. She haunted employment 
agencies and finally she got a job, as a 
salesgirl in Macy’s basement, the lowli- 
est department in New York’s biggest 
department store. She stood on her feet 
for limitless hours six days a week and 
made only enough to exist on, and her 
seventh day she spent in bed, trying to 
rest. But she didn’t cry any longer. She 
didn’t do anything, because she had no 
feeling left. She was only twenty-two, 
an old maid. Her life was finished, and 
she was an absolute failure. 


The way Martha Scott finally got her 
first professional engagement; the way 
she got into her first Broadway show 
and became a star overnight; the way 
she came to Hollywood; and how she 
met Carleton Alsop and married him 
(the true story of which she says has 
never been told before) you will find in 
the concluding installment of Martha 
Scott’s serio-comic life story in the next 
issue of PHoropLay-Movie Mirror. 
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Hove Ks What You Make It? 





























With iitutieg! zeal, with blind, unthinking chadietice to 
the “High Command” he flew to England, dropped his ter-" 
rible bombs, machine gunned men, women, children, even 
_ babes in arms, returned to Germany and found dengys a 
** < hero, and the father of a baby boy. . 

But it brought him little joy. He thought of the women and 
» children in England whom he had seen writhing and scream- | 
x _.. ing under his savage bursts of machine gun fire. He had a 
M ac h Bik: _ xyision of his wife, his baby writhing and screaming. Thus wos 
; he awakened to the tragedy—the horror of modern war, 
G Ti d y er And he made his decision,.a mad, desperate decision which . 

wa. _ resulted in a true sfory being lived such as you have never 
'¢ A | ren-. ao. = Tead. It came to us from d Canadian prison camp and you 
y 4 a ’ will find it complete in True Story for August. You must not 
miss it. Love is indeed a great worker of miracles! 


Yy True Story has been made over, 
modernized, revitalized, stream- 
lined. Note its gorgeous cover, 
beautiful new art technique, its re- 
fined type effects. One of the most 
attractive magazines you ever saw, 
Get your copy today. 


Benny Goodman’s Favorite Love Story 


There's one love story that Benny Goodman loves because he 
Aare Ww S if’ true folate! lelsy folUki=mal= feels that he personally alere! much fe) 
ofom absamialel alate im edelail Agel 

im mel olelti mem ole} melsleMe liam AsleMitl-1m oh Maslelila mel me Militia el1g¢ dance 
where he was playing» about a quick wooing, @ knock-down folate! 
dragout fight which, instead of winning the lady's hand, turned her 
lal-lolmmerelelieny: him. There came another night, alelele ia elt Mactole mm Gre] i 
adelaide Melek ie) ie! by et svalah mC releleliniclamiamaall- Niele for August. Heart- 
ACIMALLLAL® F lel felole ried a-taliale Pn Zelem im lek aoa very word of it. 


os A-Wiwe Mm ol-tol hal melslom:aelalel-laae), thing! 


DO NOT MISS “What Are Anne Lindbergh’s Secret 
Thoughts?” Second of the “Mystery of Lindbergh and 


Anne” series which millions are reading breathlessly. 
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AYBE the government never is go- 
ing to get around to conscripting 

. Jack Oakie—that decision probably 
will depend on whether the gold-braid 
boys think of him in terms of his Napo- 
loni in “The Great Dictator” or his new 
Warner Brothers assignment in “Navy 
Blues.” But when and if they do con- 
script him, there’s no sense wasting time 
wondering what to do with him. All 
they need to do is pop Jack—quick— 
into the Conservation Department. 

For Jack is the best little conserver 
that ever conserved; he can’t remember 
the date when he first canned a jar of 
fruit, but the good old-fashioned habit 
of preserving and canning fruits and 
vegetables has been his hobby for years. 

Look wise if you want to and say this 
is just another “little-known hobbies of 
famous comedians” gag. This hobby of 
his a —_ pe ym ee a don’t 
make the mistake of thinking it’s a gag. 
In the kitchen of the new home in San 
Fernando Valley into which he and his 
wife, the lovely Venita Varden, have just 
moved, Jack conserves and preserves 
with the same skill which has earned 
him top acting honors. You're still skep- 
tical? en take another look—this time 
at the jars of canned fruits and preserves 
in the Oakie storeroom—every last jar 

ut up by Jack according to recipes 

ded down by his grandmother. 


ACK’S apple butter specialty is quite 

a story in itself—Jack told it to me 
the other day at Warners. 

“Long before anyone ever heard of 
Jack Oakie,” he said, “my paternal grand- 
mother made the name of O Offield (Jack’s 
name is really Lewis Offield, you know) 
famous throughout the width and breadth 
of Pettis County, Missouri, by copping 
the blue ribbon for apple butter seven 
— hand running at the Pettis County 

air. 

“Shortly before my grandmother died 
she made a will leaving all her worldly 
eye to my father with the exception of 

r cookbook and cooking recipes, which 
she left to my mother. Among these was 
the formula for apple butter which in 
years to follow made my mother the 
unchallenged apple butter champion of 
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At the Jack Oakies' it's probably apple butter 
to be put up in jars by Jack himself 


BY ANN HAMILTON 


Pair with a nose for news— 
cooking news—Jack Oakie 


and his wife Venita Varden 


Pettis County. Today, though far from 
the place of my birth, I intend to carry 
on the apple butter tradition.” 

Other delectable recipes from Grand- 
mother Offield’s cookbook are bread and 
butter pickles, and two desserts made of 
canned fruit—cherry cobbler and gin- 
gerbread peach shortcake. 


APPLE BUTTER 


4 gals. prepared apples 

1 gal. sweet cider 

4 pts. sugar 

1 tsp. allspice 

1 tsp. cinnamon 

Boil sweet cider until it is reduced to 
half its quantity. Peel, core and slice 


apples—there should be four gallons after - 


slicing—and add to boiling cider. Cook 
over low heat, stirring frequently to pre- 
vent scorching, until mixture begins to 
thicken. Add spices and sugar and con- 
tinue cooking slowly until a spoonful of 
the mixture will remain in a smooth 
mass when cooled on a saucer. Pour into 
sterilized Mason jars and seal. 


BREAD AND BUTTER PICKLES 


15 medium-sized cucumbers 

4 large white onions 

1 sweet pepper 

Y% cup salt 
2% cups sugar 

1 tbls. mustard seed 

% tsp. tumeric 

Y tsp. ground cloves 
2% cups cider vinegar 

Wash, but do not peel, cucumbers and 
slice very thin. Chop onions and pepper 
and add to cucumbers. Cover with salt 
and let stand three hours, then drain. 
Bring vinegar and dry ingredients to a 
boil. Add cucumber mixture and heat 
thoroughly but do not boil. Pour into hot 
sterilized Mason jars and seal. 


CHERRY COBBLER 


1 qt. canned cherries 
1 tbl. butter 
1 tbl. cornstarch 


Sugar to taste 
1 tsp. almond extract 
Biscuit dough 
Drain cherries and place in casserole 
or baking dish. Blend cherry juice, but- 
ter and cornstarch (adding sugar if ber- 
ries are too sour) and cook over low heat 
until thickened. Add almond extract and 
pour over cherries. Cover with biscuit 
dough and bake at 350 degrees F. until 
biscuit crust is done. 


GINGERBREAD PEACH SHORTCAKE 


1 beaten egg 

1 cup molasses 

% cup melted butter 

\% tsp. salt 

2 tsps. ginger 

1 tsp. cinnamon 

1 tsp. soda dissolved in 

1 cup boiling water 

2 cups sifted flour 

1 qt. canned peaches 

Beat egg, beat in molasses, then butter, 
salt, ginger and cinnamon. Add soda 
dissolved in hot water. Add flour a little 
at a time. Beat until smooth. Bake in 
two buttered cake tins at 350 degrees F. 
until done (25 to 30 minutes). Spread 
well-drained canned peaches between 
layers and on top. Serve plain, or with 
whipped cream, while still warm. 





Would you like to know more 
about the delightful and practical art 
of home canning? Would you like 
to take advantage of bargain prices 
for fresh fruits and vegetables this 
summer by putting them up for 
winter use? It’s easy if you will 
follow the recipes of canning experts 
in the booklet, “Ten Easy Lessons 
in Home Canning,” containing meth- 
ods of canning fruits, vegetables, jel- 
lies, juices, even meat and fish. This 
booklet, together with “Let’s Eat,” a 
collection of 300 new and delicious 
recipes, will be sent to you free of 
charge. All you need to do is mail 
your request for these booklets (a 
letter or postcard will do) to Ann 
Hamilton, Photoplay-Movie Mirror, 
122 East 42nd St., New York, N. Y. 
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What Is Their Romantic Future? 


(Continued from page 35) 


relationship and terminate in a good- 
natured divorce. 

Sidefight on Tony: There’s something 
in his chart which indicates that he wins 
his women by playing hard to get. 


Barbara Hutton—Cary Grant 


Mrs. Holmes Believes: That there is no 
reason why they shouldn’t marry and 
find themselves compatible in marriage. 

Reasons: Cary was born under Cap- 
ricorn, Miss Hutton has the Moon in 
Capricorn—which, according to astrology, 
constitutes a marked attraction. 

Barbara has been criticized for marry- 
ing foreigners and for giving up her 
American citizenship. Mrs. Holmes con- 
siders such condemnation foolish. With 
planet placements like Barbara’s, mar- 
riage to a foreigner becomes almost in- 
evitable. As an Englishman, Cary falls 
within that group. And as to the sur- 
render of citizenship, Mrs. Holmes points 
out that Thomas Paine, born under Bar- 
bara’s sign of Scorpio, said: “The world 
is my country, All mankind are my 
brethren, To do good is my religion.” 

Barbara’s chart indicates that she will 
always meet the men to whom she’s at- 
tracted through a mutual friend. Cary 
was introduced to her by Dorothy 
di Frasso. It also indicates that the 
toughest problem of her life has been and 
will be to find happiness in marriage. 
Because of a divergence in background 
and interests, this will hold true if she 
marries Grant. By the stars, however, 
he is better suited to her than either of 
her former husbands. 

Like most Capricorns, Cary started at 


the bottom. Capricorns, astrology says, 
are born with a broom in their hands. 
Which means that they have to hustle 
for what they get. Which gives them a 
sense of the value of money. Cary hung 
on to his till Britain went to war, then 
he donated his salary for “The Philadel- 
phia Story” to the British War Relief 
Fund. Indicating that, Capricorn or no, 
he does recognize values beyond those of 
wealth. 

Barbara, born with a silver spoon in 
her mouth, has always given lavishly 
and is now pouring out her shekels for 
the British cause. She has dignity, re- 
serve and abhors familarity on short ac- 
quaintance. She’s distinguished, on the 
other hand, by an old-fashioned courtesy 
learned from the governesses of her 
childhood and rare in young women of 
today. She stands aside at a door, for 
example, to let older women precede her. 

With people she cares about, she’s gen- 
erous to an extreme, meeting them not 
half but all the way. Cary is less out- 
going. She loves Chinese poetry, the 
arts and all forms of culture. Cary, the 
earthy and practical, loves prize fights. 
Despite these differences, they are so 
strongly attracted that marriage may 
follow. At the present writing, Babs is 
still undecided. Unless they take the 
plunge within two or three months, an- 
other man may come along to change the 
picture. 

Sidelight on Cary: His chart shows 
him to have supergood taste in clothes. 
Mrs. Holmes found him a somewhat 
skeptical subject. He answered questions 
warily and seemed to take the whole 
procedure with a certain lightmindedness. 


Dorothy Lamour—Greg Bautzer 


Mrs. Holmes Believes: That they will 
eae marry. If they do, the marriage won’t 
ast. 

Reasons: The planets in their charts 
are moving toward a position where what 
was once an attraction might become a 
repulsion. A repulsion, that is, matri- 
monially speaking. They'd remain 
friends, because Bautzer is the kind of 
person who keeps the respect and liking 
of anyone who’s known him and Dotty’s 
the kind of girl who, exit romance, could 
still be a man’s pal. 

Dotty’s inclined to exaggerate her emo- 
tions. Her friends are the most wonder- 
ful in the world. If they let her down, 
her disillusion is proportionately violent. 
Which doesn’t keep the resilient sarong 
queen from forming new attachments, 
about which she’s just as enthusiastic. 
Like Lana Turner, she’s gregarious, en- 
joys a crowd better than a small circle, 
where friction is likely to develop. 

In common with most Sagittarians, she 
has foresight and tolerance, and will de- 
fend your right to a viewpoint which 
clashes with her own. She’s a nice girl, 
Bautzer’s a nice guy, but they’re not for 
each other. Stay a bachelor girl, Dotty, 
say the stars—for quite a while yet. 

Sidelight on Dotty: As she grows 
older, she’ll develop a certain eccentricity 
in dress. 

Sidelight on Bautzer: He’d be a suc- 
cess in politics. 


Dolores Del Rio—Orson Welles 


Mrs. Holmes Believes: That they are 
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Rosemary Lane and Richard Lane, 
featured in ‘‘Time Out For Rhythm”. 
A Columbia Picture. 





“KS. .qarsehogt 


CLICKS WITH THE 
MOVIE STARS! 


And when it’s time for a good, 
big drink . . . Pepsi-Cola clicks 
with millions all over America. 
For finer flavor and better taste 
... enjoy a frosty Pepsi-Cola. 
12 full ounces in every bottle 
... plenty to chase the biggest 
thirst. And all for one nickel. 
Down a Pepsi-Cola today. 





Pepsi-Cola Is made only by 
Pepsi-Cola Company, Long 
Island City, N. Y., and is 
bottled locally by Authorized 
Bottlers from coast to coast. 

















Perspiration 
Odor? 


. YOUR ARMPITS contain 128,000 
tiny sweat glands which are con- 
stantly giving off perspiration. 

. TRAPPED in these hollows, per- 
spiration, unable to evaporate, 
turns disagreeably rancid. 


How Can You 
Avoid It? 


1. SAFELY CHECK BOTH perspiration 
and odor with Liquid Nonspi. 

2. APPLY NONSP! as often as needed 
—harmless to skin or clothing 
when used as directed. 

. NON-IRRITATING...will not sting 

or smart. 
SEND 10¢ for trial size of Liquid 
Nonspi to The Nonspi Co., Dept. 
F-3, 113 W. 18th St., N. Y. C. 


ALSO IN CREAM FORM 


=~ NONSPI 


A REALLY EFFECTIVE DEODORANT! 
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EXTRA MONEY 


SELL PERSONAL CHRISTMAS CARDS 
\e line that offers val uality. Show 98 
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series, loge S25 i Extra earnings 
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‘ou Can_be i 
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ersonal Christmas Cards. Write which 
ITH lines interest you. ples on approval. 
o JANES ART STUDIOS, Inc. 
dbs 714 Anson ter, N.Y. 
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STERLING SILVER BLOCKS 
INLAID AT POINTS OF WEAR 


GIVE LIFETIME BEAUTY TO 
THIS FINE SILVERPLATE. 


50 PIECE SET $54.95. 
OTHER SETS AS 
LOW AS $31.75. 

AT AUTHORIZED DEALERS. 


HOLMES « EDWARDS 
STERLING INLAID' 


SILVERPLATE 


Copyright 1941, international Silver Co., Holmes & Edwords Div., Meriden, Coan. 
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| can’t do. 
| anything, he could even cut his own 





likely to marry and be happy. 

Reasons: Dolores is a Leo and Welles 
a Taurus which, according to astrology, 
is not a good setup. What takes the 
curse off, however, is that Dolores has 
the Moon in Taurus and is therefore 
attracted to Taurus people, as they are to 
her. Each of their charts indicates mar- 
riage and, despite the surface opposition 
of their stars, they have something deep- 
seated in common. 

Mrs. Holmes made a startling predic- 
tion to Dolores, whose chart she read at 
a garden party given by the Jack War- 
ners. “You’re going to meet another man 
and divorce your husband.” 

“But I’m a Catholic,” protested the 
delectable Del Rio. Mrs. Holmes stood 
her ground. Dolores met Orson Welles, 
an electric current vibrated, Mrs. Gibbons 
sued for divorce, Jack Warner was con- 
verted to astrology. He says in some 
bewilderment: “I used to be interested 
only in the stars that walk around on 
their feet. But I heard it with my own 
ears.” 

Like Barbara Hutton, Dolores has 
charming manners. She’s almost fanati- 
cally fastidious about her person, her 
clothes and the food she eats. The exotic 
and patrician in her appeal to Welles’ 
complex nature. Mrs. Holmes lifts her 
brows at people who call Welles a 
genius, haha! There’s no haha! about 
it. He is a genius. His horoscope says 
so. Despite the difference in their ages, 
these two should make a go of marriage, 
provided Dolores retains an eager interest 
in his work. 

Sidelight on Orson: There’s nothing he 
If he thought it would prove 


hair in the back and do a better job of 
it than Max the Barber. 


George Raft—Betty Grable 


Mrs. Holmes Believes: That, like all 
of Raft’s romances, this will terminate 
in nothing. 

Reasons: Neither Betty nor George is 
taking it seriously. There is always the 
circumstance, of course, that Raft is still 
undivorced. Nor does marriage at the 
moment enter into Betty’s scheme of 
things. Like Lana Turner, she’s con- 
centrating on career. Raft’s chart indi- 
cates that when he falls hard, it’s for 
Leo women. Virginia Peine and Norma 
Shearer are both Leos. 

With him and Betty the object is 
gayety. They understand and feel at 
ease with each other, both knowing that 
neither seeks more than good companion- 
ship from the association. 

George is a fatalist, doesn’t believe in 
hoarding happiness and lives for the pres- 
ent. There’s an honesty in Betty which 
responds to the honesty in him. They 
have lots of laughs together. In fact, 
temperamentally, they’re suited like ham 
and eggs. But the stars say no. 

Sidelight on Raft: His approach to 
women is such an expert blend of ten- 
derness and he-man, consideration and 
authority, that few can resist him. 


Judy Garland—Dave Rose 


Mrs. Holmes Believes: That Judy may 
marry Dave Rose but won’t stay married 
to him. 

Reasons: Her chart indicates a strong 
inclination to marry. It also indicates 
that she’ll go to the altar twice, so the 
divorce prediction carries no reflection 
on her first husband, whoever he turns 
out to be. 

When Judy’s mother visited Mrs. 
Holmes to have her own horoscope read, 
she gave the astrologist the birth dates 
of two of her daughters, keeping mum 


on which was whose. After a few mo- 
ments, Mrs. Holmes tapped the paper 
that bore the date June 10 and said, 
“This one could be famous.” That hap- 
pened before Judy’s rise. 

Later, having read her chart, Mrs. 
Holmes advised Judy not to marry too 
early. She thinks, however, that the 
little singer, romantic and emotional, 
may ride down advice and marry Mr. 
Rose either this year or next. She’s 
intense enough to believe that her first 
important romance will prove the one 
love of her life. 

Her chart indicates with inexorable 
clarity that Judy will never be attracted 
by a boy of her own age. The man who 
moves her deeply must be one of ex- 
perience and sophistication, preferably 
one who has been married before. Mr. 
Rose fills the bill. On the other hand, 
far fields look greenest to Judy. She 
likes what she’s not sure of. Once she 
gets it, she’s not sure she wants it. Her 
turbulent spirit may be tranquillized by 
the disciplines of life, but not before she’s 
taken some hard knocks. She'll take 
them with her chin up. The stars are 
wholly detached in their assurance that 
one of these knocks will lead her to seek 
dissolution of the bond from Mr. Dave 
Rose or Mr. X. 

Sidelight on Judy: An astrologist 
would hesitate to marry a girl with a 
horoscope like Judy’s, because it indi- 
cates that she will be the boss. 


Ann Sheridan—George Brent 


Mrs. Holmes Believes: That they 
should marry and that their marriage 
would literally be one of those made in 
heaven. 

Reasons: Brent was born on March 15, 
Ann on February 21. Brent has the 
Moon in Pisces, Ann has the Sun in 
Pisces, than which there can be no 
stronger combination. These placements 
are even more favorable than those of 
Barbara Hutton and Cary Grant, for the 
signs are better when the man has the 
Moon in his horoscope. 

With one exception, their likes and dis- 
likes run parallel. Ann enjoys having a 
lot of people around, George doesn’t. She 
wouldn’t make an issue of it, however, 
being good-humored and flexible enough 
to adapt herself to his wishes. If George 
couldn’t get along with her, he could 
get along with no one. 

She has no veneer, no affectations, no 
feminine coyness. If she likes you, she 
shows it. If she doesn’t, she makes that 
plain. She dislikes few people and her 
weakness lies in allowing herself to be 
taken advantage of. To push herself, 
either personally or professionally, goes 
against the grain. 

It was only after being pushed around 
beyond endurance that she feuded with 
the studio. The stars, incidentally, ap- 
proved her course, though she took it 
without consulting them. Eventually, 
they say, her increased salary will make 
up for the time lost and she'll find her- 
self riding higher than ever. 

Brent is more complex, more difficult 
to get close to, but a fine character under 
his shell. Generous to a degree, he 
loathes having his generosities publicized. 
But he can’t keep grateful people from 
talking. In helping people, he shows a 
rare consideration for their self-respect. 
Instead of merely forking out money, he 
exerts himself to find them jobs. 

Annie and Brent could hunt the four 
corners of the earth and find no mates 
so ideal as Brent and Annie. 

“In fact,” said Mrs. Holmes firmly, “Ill 
go on record.” Which she hadn't said 
about any of the others. “It will be an 
astrological calamity if they don’t marry.” 
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Flight into Nowhere 


(Continued from page 43) 


“Bob,” she said. “This is Gay Stevens. 
You're going to get wet, travelling west. 
And I don’t think you have an umbrella. 
Won’t you turn back, please? I'll meet 
you at Clover Field. I want to talk to 
you, Bob. Please!” 

Her heart was beating fast. She could 
hear it. If Bob Fuller hadn’t waved a 
hand and banked his plane to the right, 
that heart might have choked her, she 
said—a long time afterwards. 

To Gay’s intense surprise the two 
planes were over the field in perhaps 
a half an hour. They were only a hun- 
dred miles or so off the coast, though 
it had seemed to her they were almost 
in the middle of the ocean. She reflected 
they had flown northwest out of San 
Diego, whereas she had believed the 
course to be due west. 

Robert Fuller was waiting at the side 
of the red plane when their ship landed. 
Gay wanted to run to him, but managed 
to control herself. Just barely managed, 
for her walk was almost as fast as a 
sprint. 

“What do you mean, Bob Fuller,” she 
demanded, “flying out over the ocean at 
this time of the night? Trying to kill 
yourself just because you can’t stand 
the sight of a white feather?” The words 
were now tumbling out beyond her con- 
trol. “And I said that I wouldn’t pity 
myself if I were you! I take it back.” 

Bob’s hands came down slowly onto 
her shoulders. They gripped her, and 
shook her. His face was impassive, but 
there were lines of bitterness on it. 

“Snap out of it,” he commanded. “Who 
said I was trying to kill myself?” 

“Nobody,” Gay said, still rocking under 
the pressure of his hands. “I just thought 
so, I guess.” 

“I wasn’t even thinking of suicide. I 
was just—oh—making a flight into no- 
where. Relaxing. Trying to think things 
out. I was in no danger. I had plenty 
of gas. And I had plenty of time,” he 
finished shortly. 

Major Stevens came forward, grinning. 

“Sorry you had all this trouble, Major,” 
Bob said. 

“It’s all right. Girls will be girls. But 
forget about the beam and the loud- 
speaker, boy. Those are secrets the Army 
would give lives to keep.” 

“Right,” Bob said. He shook hands 
with the Major and walked toward a 
rank of automobiles. “Good night,” he 
called, as he got into a car. “And thanks 
for everything.” 

Gay’s shoulders slumped as the car 
sped away, and she walked back to the 
O. J. with her head bowed. 

“I guess I had that coming to me,” 
she confided to her father. “Once he 
thought he saved me from being charred 
to a crisp when I wasn’t in any danger. 
And I bawled him out for it. Then I 
thought I kept him from killing himself 
when he had no idea of doing anything 
of the kind. And he bawls me out. Well, 
let’s go home.” Her voice trailed off in 
utter weariness. 


jN the days that followed, Gay spent 
much time at the Major’s experimental 
hangar at the airfield. But she was of 
no help to her father. Each twenty-four 
hours was like the one before it. She 
woke early in the little white house ten 
miles from the field and lay awake won- 
dering until it was time to get breakfast 
for her father. She saw him off, pulled 
a chair to the window of the front room 
and tried to read the morning papers 
while she waited for the mailman. When 
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he passed she went to the phone and 
told the long-distance operator to have 
all Hollywood calls transferred to the 
hangar number. Fine piece of optimism 
in view of Mr. Fuller’s departure at 
Clover Field, she reflected, but put on her 
prettiest sports clothes, notwithstanding, 
got into her car and motored to the air- 
field. She returned in time to meet the 
mailman on his afternoon rounds. She 
told the telephone operator she was home, 
got dinner and read the newspapers until 
it was time to go to bed. 

There were no letters from Hollywood, 
no telephone calls. There were no red 
planes flying into San Diego from the 
north. But there was news of Bob in 
the papers, sly cracks in the gossip col- 
umns, cartoons, comment in the editorials, 
letters from readers. 


O™ morning, after the mailman had 
passed by without even looking 
toward her front door, Gay shrugged and 
went upstairs to dress. She put on a new 
blue polka-dot frock, then tore it off and 
kicked it under the bed. She went to 
the mirror and glared at herself. 

“Now you know how it feels to be a 
sour old maid,” she said. “You think 
you can’t take it, don’t you? But you'll 
take it and like it!” 

She put on her old sprigged linen and 
drove slowly out to the field. 

And there was Bob Fuller, talking to 
her father. 

He turned quickly, hearing her step, 
and started toward her. She halted, 
frozen with joy too great to bear, and 
with fear that she might somehow reveal 
that joy to him. 

“Oh,” she said. “Good morning, Mr. 
Fuller. Nice to see you again. Hi, Major.” 

“Gay, don’t be like that,” Bob said. 
“IT had to see you. I had to talk to you. 
I motored down last night.” 

“I don’t mean to sound banal,” the 
Major said, taking Bob by one arm and 
his daughter by the other, “but two’s 
company and four’s a crowd. Axel and 
I want to be alone.” 

Bob and Gay walked slowly to Bob’s 
blue coupe. 

“You don’t believe in modern methods 
of communication, do you?” Gay tried 
to keep her voice light. 

Bob’s face was tense. “Blame it on 
rehearsals. Work. The draft board. Pick- 
ing millions of feathers out of envelopes. 
It was frightful. I thought I'd never get 
away to see you.” 

“It was worse than frightful. I thought 
I'd never see you, either.” Gay laughed 
shakily. 

He helped her into the car and sat 
beside her. 

“I couldn’t bear going through all that 
again.” 

“Dodging people, you mean?” 

“I mean not seeing you. Gay, I found 
out something during these last few 
weeks. I love you—love you more than 
any man in my Position has a right 
to love a woman.” His head was bent 
down close to hers, his eyes on her face 
like a hungry man at a feast. 

“But I thought—that last time—you 
despised me,” Gay breathed. 

“That’s because I was trying to get 
away from you and couldn’t. Because I 
wanted so much, so very much, to marry 
you-—-and was trying to kid myself that 
I didn’t. I felt that—if you should say 
yes and we did get married—every news- 
paper in the country would intimate | 
married you to keep out of the draft. 
You’d be hounded as I’ve been hounded.” 
He captured her hand and carried it to 
his lips. 

“It was all I could do, that night, to 
keep from picking you up, throwing you 
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into my plane and carrying you away 
some place, any place—say some little 
island where no one would ever find us.” 

“Why don’t you do it now?” Gay’s eyes 
were two naked stars. 


FOR answer Bob turned the key in the 
ignition and stepped on the starter just 
as the Major came running toward him. 

“Your friend Scupper Davis is on the 
phone,” the Major called. “He says he has 
something terribly important. You better 
talk to him.” 

Gay opened the door for her father 
and moved closer to Bob as the car shot 
across the field. 

When Bob had left them, Gay whis- 
pered, “Dad, we’re going to be married.” 

The Major’s reply was in the twitching 
of his facial muscles. His daughter hadn’t 
called him “Dad” since she was six. And 
now that he was going to lose her... . 

“I’m very glad, Baby,” he said. “God 
bless you both.” 

More they would have said, had not 
Fuller, anxiety and excitement written 
all over him, come rushing toward them. 

“It’s Muriel,” he said. “She’s on the 
rampage again. She’s at my valley ranch 
with the baby. And a woman from the 
orphanage is on her way to visit her. 
She'll lose that baby sure. Major, is 
there a plane I could borrow or hire? 
I’ve got to get to the ranch as soon as 
possible.” 

Before Gay could volunteer to give 
him her plane, the Major spoke. 

“The O. J. is gassed up; and it’ll carry 
three.” 

“You'll come with me, you and Gay? 
That’s swell. Ill need you. Both of you.” 

They were in the air before Gay as- 
sembled her thoughts. “Who is this 
woman, and what is she to him, that she 
can take him away from me like this?” 

As they charged through the blue of 
the heavens, Gay felt that her newfound 
happiness was being mysteriously, wan- 
tonly, surely stolen from her; and that 
she could do nothing about it. 


yas feeling, crystallized when she came 
face to face with Muriel Cowley at the 
ranch house. Muriel was not intoxicated, 
as Gay had expected to find her. Nor was 
she so wild and hysterical as Scupper 
Davis had reported. 

She was putting on an act, Gay sur- 
mised, to make Bob come to her. But 
why? 

And, with a start that disturbed the 
rhythm of her heart beat, she realized 
for the first time that Muriel, in her 
smartly tailored pastel pajamas, looked 
young and _ unnaturally, diabolically 
beautiful. 

Muriel threw herself on Bob as soon 
as he got out of the car. 

“Oh, Bob darling, I’m so glad you’ve 
come. I’ve been in such a state. It’s too 
quiet here. I couldn’t stand it. I went 
all to pieces. I told Scupper not to 
bother you. I pleaded with him. But it’s 
good he did. I think I should have gone 
stark staring mad if you hadn’t come!” 

“And maybe I'd be married now,” Gay 
thought wryly. 

“Miss Stevens!” Muriel almost shouted 
the name. “My dear, I didn’t see you. 
How sweet of you! And Major Stevens. 
This is a most unexpected pleasure. A 
wonderful break in the monogamy, as 
one of my maids used to say.” She turned 
possessively to Fuller. “Bob, dear, we 
must celebrate. Run in and tell Chico 
we have guests for dinner.” 

Bob, who had been as speechless as 
the others, laughed—and it seemed to 
Gay that he expressed a great relief 
with that laughter. 

“You look all right now,” he said. 
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“Oh,” Muriel said, with a sly look at 
Gay, “I began to be myself as soon as 
I heard you were coming.” She released 
her hold on Bob, took Gay’s hands and 
pecked at her cheek. 

“Do forgive me for that night at the 
Mocambo and let’s be friends.” 

“I’m sorry I slapped you,” Gay said 
simply. 


“I’m not sorry,” Muriel answered. | 


“Really, I’m not. It was what I needed.” 

“I have some news for you, Muriel,” 
Bob said, looking not at her but at Gay, 
and at the Major. 

“Not now, Bob dear, if you don’t mind,” 
Muriel said quickly, also looking at Gay 
and her father, and keeping her back to 
Bob. “Later. If it’s bad news I can stand 
it better after dinner.” 

“But it isn’t bad news.” 

“And if it’s good news, I’m not in the 
mood to appreciate it now. I’m still a 
nervous wreck, but I’m simmering down. 
Do give me a chance. And do go explain 
- Chico. He doesn’t understand a word 

say.” 

“Chico’s my Chinese-Mexican cook,” 
Bob explained to Gay. “You'll get a kick 
out of him. And out of the kitchen. 
Come on, let’s go talk to him.” 

“Why Bob,” Muriel said, “how stupid 
of you. Gay’s tired. She’s had a long 
trip. Give her a chance to freshen up. 
Take the Major with you, and pour him a 
drink. Ill bet his throat is lined with 
alkali. Isn’t it, Major?” 

The Major looked helplessly at his 
daughter before he answered. 

“I don’t know how alkali mixes with 
Scotch,” he said, “but I’m willing to find 
out.” 

“Gallantly said,” cried Muriel. 

She took hold of Gay’s arm, cuddling 
against her, and led her toward the main 
building. 

“It was ridiculous of me, creating all 
this furor. But when I heard that woman 
was coming here to see the baby, I was 
frightened. I’m afraid I made a dreadful 
scene. But I couldn’t help it really. If 
that baby were taken from me—do you 
see what I mean?” 

“Of course,” said Gay, who didn’t see 
at all. 


S™ didn’t like being so close to the 
movie actress. She didn’t like the 
aroma of amber perfume and gin. She 
didn’t like Muriel’s syrupy accents. And 
she didn’t like the way she had been 
separated from Robert Fuller. But what 
could she do about it? 

She was silent, therefore, letting Muriel 
talk all the way up to the house. 

“In just a moment you may have a 
shower, Gay dearest, if you like. But 
first, you must see my baby.” 

Her face lit up at that, Gay saw, and 
she felt that she, Gay, was a hardhearted 
and suspicious person. 

“I’d love to see him,” she replied. 

Muriel rang for the nurse and led Gay 
across the room to an alcove that had 
been hidden from her by heavy drapes. 
The baby lay in a white wicker portable 
crib. He was awake, and laughing. 

“He’s adorable,” Gay exclaimed. “Is he 
always like this? May I pick him up?” 

Muriel took the child from the crib 
and put him into Gay’s outstretched 
arms. 

“Oh he’s so warm and sweet,” Gay said. 

The baby reached up a hand toward 
her face, and she bent and kissed his 
fingers and hugged him gently. Emo- 
tions strange to her stirred in her. 


| 
“You can see what he means to me | 


now, and to Bob, can’t you?” Muriel 
suggested. 

“To Bob?” Gay stiffened. 

“If they took that baby from me I 
think Bob would kill me,” Muriel said 








































Little Jack Horner sat in a corner 
eating his Christmas pie. He 
found a package of Dentyne on 
his plate too, (Dentyne — the 
warmly delicious chewing gum 
that helps keep teeth bright). 


“What's this?” said little Jack. 
And since no one answered, he 
went on: “Hm-m, nice looking 
package — flat — convenient to 
carry — easy to open.” 


He opened it. “Looky, six sticks 
—that’s generous.”’ Then he 
tasted. “Say — what a flavor— 
blended just right—not hot—not 
sweet—but mighty good and re- 
freshing. That flavor lasts, too, 
not just a few minutes but as 
long as you’d want it.” 


Just then in popped his dentist. 
“Good boy, Jack,” said the den- 
tist, “chewing Dentyne is a pleas- 
ant, practical way to help keep 
your teeth clean and sparkling.” 


And little Jack smiled with satis- 
faction. 


(Moral: You too will smile with 
satisfaction when you taste 
Dentyne’s luscious goodness and 
see how it helps keep your teeth 
bright.) 
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earnestly. “It isn’t me he cares so much 
about, you know. But the baby—you see 
how he flew to me the moment he heard 
about that woman from the orphanage.” 

“What are you trying to tell me?” 
Gay stared hard into Muriel’s eyes and 
something in her attitude must have 
frightened the child for it wailed. 

The nurse entered just at this moment 
and Gay handed the baby to her. 

“Take him into the other room and 
quiet him,” she said, her eyes still bor- 
ing into Muriel’s. She waited until the 
maid had gone through the door. 

“Now,” she demanded, “tell me.” 

Muriel flared up passionately. “Why 
should I tell you anything?” she asked, 
larding her voice with rich insolence. 
“Who are you that I should make you 
my confidante? What do I care what 
you think? What do I care what any- 
body thinks? When two people love each 
other—” 

She deliberately left the sentence un- 
finished. Her eyes ceased to flame. She 
looked at Gay with shocked surprise, 
then with understanding that shaded into 
pity. 

“Oh you poor child,” she purred. “You 
didn’t even suspect, did you? And I 
thought everybody knew—about Bob and 
me. But you didn’t even dream the baby 
was my own flesh and blood, did you?” 
She broke off abruptly. “You love Bob, 
don’t you?” 


( AY felt as though her knees had given 
way and fire and ice were fighting 

for control of her brain, while a voice 

within her shrieked, “No, no, no!” 

She made no reply to Muriel. Calmly, 
proudly she walked away, rejoicing only 
in this, that she could be crushed so 
cruelly and not show it. 

The Major and Scupper Davis were in 
the patio and Scupper was talking about 
Santa Anita. 

“Will you drive us back to our plane, 
please?” Gay asked. 

“Glad to,” Davis said, yanking off his 
cap. “Car’s right outside the gate. You 


forgot something, I'll bet a dime. A suit- 
case maybe, huh?” 

“Stormy weather, I see,” the Major 
whispered as he escorted his daughter 
through the gate. 

He saw her bite her lip to keep it from 


quivering. “As bad as that? But 
shouldn’t you see young Fuller before 
you go?” 


“Don’t ask any questions. Please. Just 
get me out of here. Quickly. Before I 
blow up with a bang.” 

Scupper Davis seated them in the car 
and sauntered around to take his place at 
the wheel. 

“Step on it, Mr. Davis, if you don’t 
mind,” the Major said. “We’re in quite 
a hurry.” 

“You’re the boss,” said Scupper. “Tll 
give you all the speed the heap has— 
if you don’t mind the dust.” 

“Dust!” Gay laughed at that. Her 
father thought she was crying, but she 
wasn’t. She was really laughing. “Dust 
is clean compared to some things!” 

Just as Scupper jammed his foot on 
the starter the kitchen door banged and 
Bob came running through the patio. 

“Hey,” he yelled. “Where you going?” 

Gay gave one panicky look over her 
shoulder at his approaching figure. 
“Please, Scupper, get us out of here fast,” 
she commanded. 

Davis gazed dumbfounded from her to 
the rapidly nearing Fuller. “But Miss 
Gay—” 

“Fast! she 
screamed. 

Out of pure shock reflex Scupper shot 
the car forward. 


Didn’t you hear me?” 





When Gay comes face to face again 
with Bob Fuller, she will know much 
more about him than she knows now. In 
the next installment of this headline story, 
they meet dramatically and that meeting 
is marked by a hair-raising kidnap scene 
in the air. Watch for September Photo- 
play-Movie Mirror. 


Speak for Yourself 


(Continued from page 19) 


or more benignly urbane than Lewis 
Stone’s as he smiles benevolently on 
Mickey Rooney’s escapades in the Hardy 
Series? It’s easy to be handsome when 
you’re young. But these two men have 
run the gantlet of the years and emerged 
with profiles as clean-cut as the images 
on Roman coins. 

So, bottoms up to the two best-looking 
males in Hollywood! 

Ratpeu M. JONEs, 
Boston, Mass. 


$1.00 PRIZE 
Admission—One Child 


WHEN are the producers going to 
awaken to the possibilities in the 
field of children’s movies? 

Seven-eighths of the movies of yester- 
day or today are strictly suitable for 
adult entertainment only. There should 
be a children’s theater or theaters in 
every town and city where pictures for 
their amusement and education only are 
shown. Adults could attend when ac- 
companied by a child. 

It seems to me there are tremendous 
possibilities in this field for the improve- 
ment of youth and with improved youth 
will come an improved world. 

Mrs. M. S. Snow, 
Alexandria, Va. 


$1.00 PRIZE 
Love, Laughs—and Benny 


OVE is fine! So is Jack Benny! But 

mix the two of them in a movie and 
what do you get? Spinach! 

“Love Thy Neighbor” might have been 
a grand picture, if it hadn’t been for 
romance gumming up the works! Not 
that Jack can’t handle the moonlight 
and roses. He can! But the public 
doesn’t want that. We want what only 
Benny and a few others can give us 
these days—laughs, and plenty of them! 

So please, Jack, leave the woo-pitch- 
ing to juveniles who can’t do anything 
else and go back into business at your 
old stand, cheering us all up! 

Marian E. Smita, 
Milford, Conn. 


HONORABLE MENTION 


VICTOR JORDAN’S prize-winning let- 
ter, complaining that the newsreels 
and movies depicting the horrible condi- 
tions in war-torn Europe depressed his 
delicate sensibilities made me see red. 
He asks: “Why must we have all this 
propaganda stuffed down our throats?” 

Where does the gent get off calling this 
propaganda? How could anyone be so 
callous as not to care to know what’s 
going on when civilization is crumbling? 
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Mr. Jordan asked Hollywood to stop 
war pictures and newsreels. I beg of 
them to give us more and more informa- 
tive movies and newsreels to arouse the 
American people. FOREWARNED IS 
FOREARMED. 

MINNETTE MILLER, 
Charlotte, N. C. 


HATS off to Preston Sturges! I have 
just returned from seeing “The Lady 
Eve.” It was terrific. Eugene Pallette’s 
remarks were riotous. Henry Fonda ex- 
celled all his other performances. Bar- 
bara Stanwyck, to me, before the picture 
was just another actress. Now she is my 
favorite. 

VIRGINIA WIGHT, 

Woodbridge, N. J. 


| COULD be a lot more patient waiting 
for James Stewart’s return to movies 
if George Murphy were given more and 
bigger roles in the meantime. 

In my opinion, a smile as heart-warm- 
ing and sincere as Murphy’s should be 
shared with the world. 

BERNICE HEARNE, 
Ajo, Ariz. 


H4ts off to the bold, eye-winking free 
thinker, Olivia de Havilland in “The 
Strawberry Blonde.” She fairly brought 
the house down! I’m still laughing. Oh, 
she was good! And she has a demure 
sweet smile, too. I never would have 
believed it of her, if I hadn’t seen for 
myself. 
EVELYN BOEHMER, 
Seattle, Wash. 


Sern tage are regularly handed to 
stars. Much is written about pictures. 
Producers who are mainly responsible 
for what’s good in pictures get compara- 
tively few bouquets. 

But let a producer err with an off- 
color picture and the clean-up brigades 
are on the warpath. The producers 
should be praised for the remarkably 
clean quality of motion pictures. This 
may be forced on them. But isn’t it odd 
we stand for censorship of pictures and 
not of the press? 

Pau. J. LICHTENFELS, 
Hollywood, Cal. 


O now it’s dentists. Three dentist films 

in a row I’ve seen—three! First “The 
Strawberry Blonde,” in which James 
Cagney was an old-fashioned tooth- 
yanker; next “Murder Among Friends,” 
in which one of the members of a tontine 
insurance plot was a dentist and we 
were treated to the all-too-familiar view 
of: the waiting room; and third, “Foot- 
steps in the Dark,” in which Ralph Bel- 
lamy played a nonchalant dentist who 
injected a fatal fluid through his novo- 
caine needle. When I go to the movies 
I do not want to be reminded of the 
dentist. 

EsTELLE L. Katz, 
Brockton, Mass. 





CAN YOU STAND A | 
STIFF SHOCK? 


Then be prepared, for next month 


‘""FEARLESS'"' 


goes to town on the truth about 
the stars’ figures—and we mean 
anatomical, not financial! 
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WHAT A BREAK- 


NO GROWNUPS 
AROUND! 








“‘Here’s where | find out how they 
work those tails! Lucky fish! Just think 
—they’re splashing around in a bath all 
the time!” 


“But of course they do miss the best 
part—rubdowns with soft, satiny- 
smooth Johnson’s Baby Powder! Won- 
der how they’d like it?” 





“What, Mommy? Not for goldfish?...Oh well—I guess they’re sort of slippery to 
begin with. Thank goodness I’m not! I can always use a sprinkle of velvety-smooth 
Johnson’s to help chase away chafes and prickles. How about one now, Mommy 
—while we’re on the subject?” 


“Hot days can be happy days for babies 
who get sprinkles of Johnson’s Baby Pow- 
der! It’s so downy-cool and soothing for 
prickly heat—grownups are crazy about it, 
too! Johnson’s doesn’t cost much, either.” 


JOHNSON'S 
BABY POWDER 


Johnson & Johnson, New Brunswick, N. J. 
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I've become Fass 
sensible about _ 


yulla, poe 


When it’s time eed functional periodic pain, 
try Midol to keep comfortable while keeping 
active. Among thousands of women recently 
interviewed, more reported using Midol for 
this purpose than all other preparations 
combined. And 96% of these Midol users 
said they found Midol effective! 

YMidol,. free from opiates, contains one 
ingredient frequently prescribed by many 
doctors for headache and muscular pain. 
Another exclusive ingredient increases re- 
lief by reducing spasmodic pain. If you 
have no organic disorder calling for special 
medical or surgical treatment, Midol should 
help you. All drugstores. Large size, 40¢; 
small size, 20¢. Trial package sent free. 


MIDOL 
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Keliewes punclional peiodic pain 


GENERAL DRUG oeereny, Dept. B-841, 
170 Varick St., New York, N. Y 
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yTrILM DEVELOPED 


AVE 50% OR MORE! 


253] ( 


Your choice: 16 regular-size prints or 8 double-size otf 
post card size) from your roll or negatives. 24-hour service. 
WILLARD STUDIOS, DEPT 54 


CLEVELAND. O. 








Others Low as 60 for $1 
Take orders for new name-imprinted 
Christmas Cards. t prices.ever 
offered! Big selection includes Re- 
‘thas Cards, with Business Christ- 
mas Cards, with sender's name. 
profits for you. 


“FREE Samples 


Show to friends and others. Earn 
money easily. Also Christmas Card 
Assortments to sell at — one _ 
Send for big FREE Outfi 


General Card Co. , 400 S. Peoria St., Dept. P-803,. Chicago, I 
‘4 YOU'LL BE MORE AT HOME... AT THE 4 


BILTMORE HOTEL 


If you like ands +f Gah. . comfort 
without complaint...the grandeur of sur- 
rounding acres of beautiful tropical parks 

.. the convenience of being in the heart of 
Los Angeles’ great shopping and theatre 
district . .. it's the Biltmore. 





Breakfast in the world’s largest Coffee 
Shop, luncheon-dance in America’s fore- 
most “Nite Club in the Afternoon,” dine 
in the “Supper Club of the Stars,” the 
famous Biltmore Bowl... yet enjoy sensible 
rates for every service. 


Single Rooms $4-5-6 @ Doubles $7-8-9 @ Suites $12-15-20 














Sun Valley Serenade 


(Continued from page 53) 


“Haven’t you?” she inquired. 

“Not yet.” 

She gave him a pleased smile. “Then 
you are single,” she observed. After a 
thoughtful pause she added, “Perhaps it 
will be a burden for you to have one 
more mouth to feed.” 

“Well—nothing to worry about,” Ted 
said uneasily. 

“Oh, then you’re rich!” she said hap- 
pily. “I’m glad.” 

“Look,” Ted said desperately. “That's 
the Manhattan skyline. Isn’t it beau- 
tiful?” 

“Yes,” Karen said without taking her 
eyes off his face. 

The taxi argued its way crossly through 
the Manhattan traffic and eventually 
stopped at the hotel where the band was 
playing before it left for a season at Sun 
Valley. Ted took Karen into the elevator 
and up to the room that had been pre- 
pared for her on the fifteenth floor. It 
was nicely furnished with a crib, teddy- 
bears, dolls, an electric train and a 
nurse in a starched white uniform. The 
nurse took one look at Karen and left 
in a temper. 

“Tll have all these—things—taken out,” 
Ted offered. “We thought you’d be 
younger.” 

“It’s beautiful,” Karen said and kissed 
him again before he had time to ward 
her off. “It’s going to be very pleasant 
for us here together,” she continued. 

“Only one of us,” he said hastily. “I 
live upstairs.” Obviously it was best to 
change the subject. “Now, Karen,” he 
said briskly, “we have to think about 
your future—make plans for you.” 

“Oh,” Karen said sunnily, “I have plans 
made already.” 

“That’s fine. What are they?” 

“I’m going to find a man I like and get 
married,” Karen confided. “Isn’t that 
what every girl should do?” 

“Um—yes, sure. But what I meant was, 
what did you do back in Norway?” 

“The same thing. Only I didn’t find 
anyone I liked.” She smiled winningly. 

“But didn’t you ever do anything like 
beating a typewriter, or working in a 
beauty parlor, or—” 

“Oh, no,” Karen said. “My father was 
a schoolmaster and I kept house for him. 
I’m a very good cook, you know. But 
when the war came, first I lost my father 
and then I lost my house. But I could 
learn,” she said willingly, “to beat a 
typewriter, I think.” 

“Oh, no... no,” Ted said. He backed 
to the door and retired, defeated, just 
in the nick of time. Karen had been 
about to kiss him good-by. 


HAT evening, after she had had dinner 
in her room, Karen put on her best 
dress and went downstairs to the Lido 
Terrace, where the band was playing. 
The headwaiter glanced at her frostily 
and asked if she had a reservation. Of 
course she hadn’t, but she told him that 
she was living with Mr. Ted Scott in the 
hotel. He looked shocked, but he led 
her to a table marked “Reserved” near 
the bandstand. 

She watched Ted at the piano. After 
a minute he stopped playing and came 
to the microphone to sing. It was a very 
eageed song about a broken heart and 

e sang it well. Karen listened adoringly. 

Ted came to the table and stopped in 
amazement when he saw Karen. “Didn’t 
you have dinner?” he asked. 


“Oh, yes. But I wanted to see you,” 
Karen said. “I’ve made up my mind.” 
“You ... have?” 


Karen nodded firmly. “And nothing 
will ever change it. I’ve found him!” 


“Found who?” 

“The man I’m going to marry.” 

“Already?” Ted was surprised, but 
relieved. “Well, that’s swell. I’m sure 
you'll be very happy. 

“You will be, too,” Karen told him. 
“You'll make a wonderful husband.” 

Ted had been about to sit down, but 
the chair suddenly skidded out of his 
hand. “Hey! Wait a minute!” he said. 

“I was sure of it when I first saw you,” 
Karen said, “and just now when you sang 
that song I knew I was right.” 

Ted recaptured the chair and subsided 
into it, weakly. 

“But I already have a girl!” he said 
in desperation. 

“Only one?” she asked. 

“Only one. And I happen to be very 
fond of her.” 

“You’re not married yet,” Karen said 
calmly. “There’s always time for you to 
change your mind.” 

While he stared, opening and closing 
his mouth helplessly, a girl came up to 
the table. She was tall and slender in an 
evening dress that hugged her figure 
lovingly; she had coolly amused eyes 
and a sulky mouth and her complexion 
was as startling as Karen’s, though per- 
haps not so natural. 

Ted leaped to his feet. “Hello, Vivian,” 
he said. “This is Karen Benson, the 
young lady I was telling you about. 
Karen—Miss Dawn. She sings with our 
band—she’s going to Sun Valley with us 
tomorrow.” 

Karen looked at Vivian Dawn care- 
fully. 

“Why, Ted,” Vivian said, “she’s lovely! 
So pretty! You'll be terribly popular 
with your men friends, having such an 
attractive young—ward—in tow. I'll have 
to go along to protect her.” 

“I won’t need protecting, thank you,” 
Karen said. 

Ted ran a finger around the inside of 
his collar, which fitted him perfectly and 
was not a bit too tight. “I think it’s 
almost time for our next number, Vivian.” 
he said. 


[ ATER that evening Ted had a private 
conversation with Nifty Allen. Nifty 
received strict instructions to take Karen 
the next morning to his Aunt Rosie's 
house in Weehawken, New Jersey, and 
leave her there. The band was to start 
for Sun Valley that night and Ted was 
determined to get Karen off his hands 
before then. 

He breathed a sigh of relief when, 
late in the afternoon, Nifty reported thai 
Karen had been safely delivered into 
the comfortable arms of Aunt Rosie 
For a while, it had looked very much as 
if she would be a real problem. 

Ted boarded the train to Sun Valley 
with a light heart. It was the band’s 
first big break, this season’s engagement 
at the Lodge. And Vivian, the most 
beautiful girl he had ever known, was 
going along. 

They reached Ketchum Station in the 
late afternoon and it was dark by the 
time they had all driven to the Lodge 
Early the next morning Ted was up 
gulping down his breakfast and putting 
on ski clothes. Rehearsal wasn’t until 
noon. There would be time for a good 
run down Mt. Baldy. Whistling, he 
loped down the corridor to Vivian’s room 

She was in front of her mirror, put- 
ting the finishing touches to a handsome 
ski costume. “Like it?” she said to Ted’s 
admiring face. 

“Like it! You look marvelous! 
your skis downstairs?” 

Vivian laughed. “You don’t really 


Are 
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think I’m going out there sailing over 
the hills and dales, do you?” she asked. 

He made a puzzled gesture toward the 
ski costume. “Isn’t that what you're 
dressed for?” 

“Darling,” Vivian said, “I never skied in 
my life and I don’t plan on starting now.” 

“Why not let me teach you? Once you 
got the feel of it, you’d be crazy about—” 

“That’s right,” Vivian said. “I'd be 
crazy. But,” she added tolerantly, “I 
won’t spoil it for you. Run along and 
play shoot-the-chutes.” 

Ted took her hand, looking down into 
her eyes. “You’re the most regular girl 
I’ve ever met,” he said feelingly. 

“That’s what I think of me, too.” Her 
voice was light, caressing. He pulled 
her closer. 

“Darling, what are we waiting for?” 
he pleaded. “Why don’t you give in? 
Say yes and marry me.” 

“Aren’t you afraid we’d spoil a beau- 
tiful friendship?” 

“There’s only one way we can find 
out.” 

Vivian reached up and patted him on 
the cheek. “Let’s practice a little longer,” 
she said. “Now run along and play. [ll 
see you at rehearsal.” 


UTSIDE, the sun was dazzling on 

wide stretches of snow. The air 
stung dryly in Ted’s nostrils and he felt 
light, as if he could fly. He took the lift 
up Mt. Baldy and when he got to the 
top stood still a long moment to look 
around in delight before poling off. After 
a preliminary run down the slope he 
paused again. Some fool in a green suit 
shussed down beside him and past, miss- 
ing him by only an inch or so. He yelled 
angrily after the disappearing figure. 

The next time he stopped, the same 
thing happened—same green suit, same 
speed, same frightening near-collision. 

Five minutes later, he was herringbon- 
ing up a hill when Green Suit shot 
down behind him and scared him into 
catching the edge of one ski on the other 
and toppling himself into the snow. This 
was too much Angrily he started in 
pursuit. 

Green Suit, who seemed to be a girl, 
was an astonishingly good skier. The 
chase led down practically vertical hills, 
through trees and brush, up and down 
and around and over until they reached 
the bottom of the lift. Green Suit skipped 
nimbly into a chair and Ted had to 
take the next one or lose her. Halfway 
up the slope her trailing ski caught in 
the snow and tumbled her out into a 
drift. Ted jumped out of his own chair. 
When she sat up he saw her face for the 
first time 

“How did you get here?” he asked 
incredulously 

“Hello,” Karen said. “Didn’t we have a 
wonderful chase? Let’s do it again.” 

“Wait a minute.” He laid a firm hand 
on her shoulder. “I said—” 

“You’re a wonderful skier,” she inter- 
rupted. “Your people must have come 
from Norway.” 

“By way of Dublin. I picked it up 
when I was in college. Now—” 

“I learned when I was in kindergar- 
ten,” Karen said chattily. “I learned to 
skate then, too. I can skate better than 
I can ski.” She dug her poles into the 
snow. “Are you ready?” 

“You answer my question! How did 
you get here?” 

Karen hung her head. “Nifty,” she said 
defensively. “didn’t have anything to do 
with it.” 

“So that’s it,” Ted said grimly. 

“All he did was tell me which train 
to take,and lend me money for the fare 
and tell me where to hide so you 
wouldn’t see me.” Karen said. 


auGcusT, 1941 





prefer the flavor of Beech-Nut Gum 


100 out of 151 Lifeguards, who 
were interviewed in a recent 
coast-to-coast test, reported 
that they preferred the deli- 
cious peppermint flavor of 
Beech-Nut Gum. 

An independent fact-finding 
organization made the tests. 
Various brands of chewing gum 
of the same flavor were bought 
in local stores and identifying 
wrappers were removed. Each 
Lifeguard was given two 








You, too, will sing the 
praises of Beech-Nut 
BEECHIES — those 
tempting squares of 
candy-coated gum. 
Peppermint, Spearmint, 
Pepsin and Cinnamon. 





different brands (Beech-Nut 
and one other, both unidenti- 
fied) and was asked to report 
which stick he preferred. 3 
out of 5 Lifeguards said that 
they preferred the flavor of 
Beech-Nut to that of the other 
brands. 

Find out for yourself how 
delightful chewing gum can 
be. Get a package of Beech-Nut 
Gum. The chances are you'll 
prefer it, too. 






Beech-Nut Gum 


... with the preferred flavor 


The yellow package 
with the red oval... 
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FOREGO SWIMMING 
and 
SUMMER SPORTS 
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PSORIASIS 


Under no circumstances say “yes” to that ques- 
tion until you have tried SIROIL. SIROIL may 
change the entire picture for you. SJROIL tends 
to remove the crusts and scales of psoriasis which 
are external in character and located on outer 
layer of skin. Think of what this would mean to 
you all this entire summer. If or when your 
psoriasis lesions recur, light applications 
“of SIROIL will help keep them under control. 
Applied externally, SIROIL does not stain cloth- 
ing or bed linen nor does it interfere in any way 
with your daily routine. Offered to you on a two- 
weeks’ satisfaction - or - money - refunded - basis. 


SIRO! FOR SALE AT ALL 


DRUG STORES 


Write for interesting booklet on psoriasis direct to— 
Siroil Laboratories, Inc., Dept. M-14, Detroit, Mich. 
Siroil Laboratories of Canada, Ltd., Box 488, Windsor, Ont. 

Please send me your booklet on PSORIASIS 
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FR F F Just to get acquainted with 


new customers, we will beautifully enlarge 
one snapshot print or negative, photo or pic- 
ture to 8x10 inches—FREE—if you enclose 
this ad with 10c for handling and return 
mailing. Information on hand tinting in 
natural colors sent immediately. Your orig- 
inal returned with your free enlargement. 
Send it today. 

Geppert Studios, Dept. 546, Des Moines, lowa 
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biIAMOND RINGS | 


Just to get acquainted we will send you smart new yellow gold 
plate engagement ring or wedding ring. Romance design engage- 
ment ring set with flashing, simulated diamond solitaire with six 
side stones. Wedding ring has band of brilliants set in exquisite 
Honeymoon Design mounting. Either ring only $1.00 or both for 
$1.79. SEND NO MONEY with order, just name and ring size 
Wear ring 10 days on money-back oon oat Rush order now! 

Jefferson, lowe 


EMPIRE DIAMOND CO., 968M 








HAVING A BABY? 











Regular medical care during 
pregnancy is vitally important. 
Your doctor can regulate diet to 
provide minerals, iron and vita- 
min content so essential to good 
teeth and sound physica 
development in the baby. 

Ask his advice on feed- 

ing infant. 








“Tll murder that guy,” Ted promised. 

“He was going to tell you this morn- 
ing. I was out on the rink skating and 
he was going to your room and just sort 
of happen to have you look out of the 
window, so you’d see me and recognize 
me,” Karen explained. “But you’d al- 
ready gone. So I did all my skating 
for nothing.” 

“Look here,” Ted said, “haven’t you 
any idea of the spot you’ve put me in? 
After all, I’m responsible fof you.” 

“Won't it be easier to be responsible 
for me here than in Weehawken?” 

“No!” he shouted. “People’ll get the 
idea that—that— If you were a kid, it’d 
be different. But you’re a grown-up 
girl!” 

Karen eyed him innocently. “What can 
we do about it?” she inquired. 

“Just as soon as I get paid I can send 
you back,” he declared. “In the mean- 
time I guess you'll have to stay. But 
don’t get the idea I can spend all my 
time skiing with you. I’ve got a job— 
Great Scott!” he moaned. “I forgot 
rehearsal!” 

There was a noticeable chill in the 
rehearsal room when they finally got 
there. Most of the frigid atmosphere 
came from Vivian, even before she saw 
Karen. After that she became positively 
glacial. Ted had to apologize several 
times for holding up rehearsal before she 
| forgave him. 


THE next day Karen and Ted skated. 
Karen had told the truth. She was 
even better on skates than on skis. The 
following day they skied again. The third 
day they skated some more, and the 
fourth day was Sunday. 

On Sundays the band didn’t play at 
the Lodge, so Ted invited Vivian, Nifty 
and Phil to dinner at the Round House 
on the slope of Baldy. He and Karen 
would take a short run Sunday afternoon 


| and meet the others there, he said, about 





seven. 
It was eight when they arrived. 
“Gosh, I’m sorry to keep you waiting,” 
Ted apologized. “But have we had a 
time! The snow’s softening up on the 
other side of Baldy and that slowed us 
down. Then we got lost and—” 
“Weren’t there any wolves?” 
asked. 
“No wolves. But Karen thought she 
knew a short cut back to this side and— 


Vivian 





well—we got lost.” 

Vivian glanced at Karen and Karen 
looked back at her in wide-eyed 
innocence. 

“Tm so glad, darling,” Vivian said, 
“that you didn’t have to spend the night 
in a deserted shack. The hero always 
has to sleep outside in the storm, you 
know.” 

“Tt was all my fault,” Karen said. 

Ted put his arm around her, big- 
brother fashion. “No it wasn’t,” he in- 
sisted stoutly. 

Vivian dug the burning end of a cig- 
arette into an ash tray as if she were 
trying to poke a hole with it. 

“Ts there any reason now we can’t eat?” 
Phil inquired pitifully. “I want a steak.” 

“And some champagne,” Vivian said 


offhandedly. 

Nifty whistled in amazement. “Whose 
birthday?” 

“In Norway,” Karen said, “we only 


have champagne for a christening or 
a betrothal or a wedding.” 

“Darling,” Vivian said, “you’re psychic. 
I’m going to let you all in on a secret. 
I've accepted Ted’s proposal. We’re get- 
ting married.” 


TED started, then began to grin in de- 
lighted amazement. Karen said nothing, 
while her head and shoulders drooped 
slowly and she took her hands away 
from the table and put them in her lap. 

“I wish you all the happiness in the 
world,” she said quietly. “Skajaara— 
that means good luck.” 

“Thank you, darling,” Vivian said. 

A waitress came up and apologized, “I 
don’t want to hurry you, but if you want 
to use the lift you'll have to be ready 
in twenty minutes. They’re only running 
it for one trip.” 


“Twenty minutes!” Phil growled. “Tl 
get indigestion!” 
“Don’t rush,” Vivian advised. “It'll take 


quite a while for the lift to accommo- 
date all these people.” 

Karen lifted her head. There was a 
kind of determined look in her eyes. 
“You and Phil and Nifty will have it all 
to yourselves. A skier never takes the 
lift unless he’s carried down on a 
stretcher.” 

“That’s right,” Ted agreed. 
Norwegian tradition.” 

Vivian said, “Haven’t you had enough 
skiing for one day—and night?” 


“It’s an old 


Warning! You'll be singing two songs this summer—the two 


Glenn Miller and his band bring to the big time in 


"Sun Val- 


ley Serenade." Above: The three headliners of the Twentieth 
Century-Fox film: Glenn Miller, Sonja Henie and John Payne 
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“It isn’t that,” Karen told her. “But 
everyone would think Ted was an ojaak- 
bergaassum. That means a softy.” 

“There you are,” Ted said with a smile 
to Vivian. “We'll meet you at the Lodge.” 

“But I’m a little worried about your 
skiing after dark.” 

“Think nothing of it,’ Ted said. 
“There’s a swell moon tonight.” 

“That,” said Vivian, “is what I’m wor- 
ried about.” 

There was, as Ted had said, a swell 
moon. its light was as crisp and spar- 
kling as the snow under their skis when 
Ted and Karen started out, having seen 
the rest of the party into the lift chairs. 

They made a short run. Then Karen 
stopped on a crest. “My skis are iced 
up,” she said. “Will you fix them?” 

Ted bent down and unclamped his 
own skis, stepping out of them to move 
more easily. Balancing on her poles, 
Karen lifted one leg so he could get at 
the underside of the ski. 

Ted scraped at the ski. Karen swayed, 
then yelped as she overbalanced and 
slipped. As she fell, her foot hit Ted’s 
discarded skis, and sent one of them 
shooting down the hill. Gathering speed, a 
it soon disappeared from sight. , s _* 

“Oh,” Karen said. “What a shame! a : ‘i 
I’m so sorry! Couldn’t we have the ski ed o 

on 


patrol bring you up another one?” 


“T hate to make ’em all that trouble. 
We'll have to use the lift.” ne 
“It’s stopped running. But I could ski uae 





down and ask them to start it, while you 


wait.” She pointed to a_ shelter-cabin our best 
that stood, unlighted, a couple of hundred you're not at yo hat 
feet away. so YOU po! But } | Not even with t 
“Umm ...I guess you'll have to,” Ted ND se comfortable! is the envy © 
agreed. “But take it easy.” unless a d squiff hair-do tha 
Ted waved good-by to her before turn- w outht an ; : 
ing and floundering through the heavy smooth né irl in the block. “cht might ruin your 
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“I don’t suppose there’s really anything 
to worry about. They’ll wonder pretty 
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Karen started. 
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He started for the door. Karen sat up. Box , 
“Oh—er—wait. You—might fall down,” 
she said. Bit i ; 

Ted grinned reassurance, shook his OL spite GAT Sg? fel “i P 


head and went on out. He saw Karen’s 
skis a few feet from the door. One was 
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broken, as she had said. He picked it up 
in both hands. It looked exactly as if it 
had been snapped over someone’s knee. 
He thought a minute before he tossed it 
down and went around to the back of 
the cabin. A telephone wire dangled 
disconsolately from its insulator under 
the eaves. There were fresh ski tracks 
leading to the spot and away again. 

He came back into the cabin. “Kick 
off your shoe,” he ordered Karen. “And 
roll up your pants. I’m worried about 
that knee.” 

“I—I can’t,” Karen quavered. “They’re 
too tight.” 

“Which knee is it?” 

“The—left one.” 

He bent down and quickly unlaced her 
shoe. One jerk ripped the trouser-leg 
open to the knee. He shook his head 
gravely. “Pretty bad. Looks inflamed. 
Hurt when I bend it?” 

“Ow—no,” Karen said. 

“It needs loosening up,” Ted diagnosed, 
working the leg up and down vigorously. 
After several minutes of this he left her, 
dug in the first-aid box and brought out 
some splints and gauze, with which he 
made a huge, ungainly bandage around 
her knee. “There—that’s got it. Just rest 
until I get back,” he ordered. “I’m going 
to walk down and tell the ski patrol 
where we are. I'll follow the lift, so I 
won't get lost. You'll be all right if you 
keep the doors and windows locked.” 

Karen started to get up. “I think Ill 
go with you.” 

“With that leg?” He pushed her back 
on the divan and went out, making sure 
the door was latched after him. Grinning, 
he crept around to the side of the cabin 
and after a minute’s silence emitted a 
long, quavering howl. He hoped that was 
how a wolf sounded. He heard a startled 
gasp from inside and the scurry of feet. 
Going around back, where the windows 
were shuttered, he howled again. 


C HUCELING silently, he sat down on 
a pile of logs before continuing his 
impersonation. There was a snap, and 
the next second he was on his feet, 
howling some more, and this time not 
imitating anything except a man who has 
sat down on the jaws of a steel trap. 

Simultaneously the shutters flew open 
and one of them caught him smartly on 
the side of the head. 

“What’s the matter?” Karen asked. 

“Get it off!” He whirled to show her 
the trap. Karen rose to the occasion. 
She climbed out of the window and pried 
the trap loose. 

“I suppose you’re shaking hands with 
yourself,” Ted said sourly when they 
were inside again. 

“No,” Karen said. “Why?” 

“Didn’t you frame this whole thing? 
Didn’t you kick my ski away and cut 
the telephone wire and pretend you’d 











hurt yourself and break your own ski?” 

“Oh yes,” Karen admitted. “I did.” 

“And you have the nerve to stand 
there and admit it! If we stay here all 
night do you know what Vivian will 
think?” 

“Yes,” Karen said again. 
I did it.” 

Ted clapped a hand to his aching head. 
“Of all the cold-blooded confessions! 
Haven’t you any shame? Don’t you care 
what people say about you?” 

“T hope they say bad things,” Karen 
told him. “Then you'll have to marry 
me.” She set an absurdly small jaw. “I 
don’t care. If you marry that girl she 
won't make you happy. She won’t let 
you have any fun. She doesn’t want to 
do anything you like to do. And she 
wouldn’t keep house for you.” 

“Can’t you get it into your head I don’t 


“That’s why 





want a housekeeper? I love her!” 

“IT don’t believe it,” Karen said, and 
added with an air of dismissing the whole 
subject, “Shall I fix you some supper?” 

“I don’t want any supper!” Ted said 
savagely. “Leave me alone.” 

Silence, except for the purring of the 
fire, settled down over the little cabin. 
Ted fidgeted under Karen’s constant, 
adoring regard. Finally he stood up and 
arranged two chairs at one side of the 
hearth. 

“If you think,” he said, “Tm going to 
sleep outside and freeze, you’re crazy.’ 


She got up eagerly. “Here. I'll help 
you.” 

“I can do it myself! Fix your own.” 

“All right.” She began to push the 


divan up to the hearth. 
“That’s close enough,” 
piciously. 


he said sus- 


K AREN subsided. He blew out the lamp 
on the table and settled himself in 
one chair with his feet on the other. They 
were too close together and he tried to 
push the foot chair farther away without 
getting up. It went too far. In reaching 
for it he overturned the chair he was 
sitting in. A smothered giggle came from 
the divan. 

Furiously, he grabbed the divan cover 
and yanked it, pulling Karen off onto the 
floor. She seized a pillow and fired it at 
his head. He caught it and threw it back. 
She tackled him around the legs. He 
realized he was laughing as they both 
rolled on the floor. 

After a minute, Karen said softly, “You 
wouldn’t have fun like this if... if you 
married someone else.” 

He might have answered. But the door 
of the cabin flew open. 

“Well, how pretty!” Vivian said. Be- 
hind her were Nifty, Phil and two mem- 
bers of the ski patrol. 

Ted scrambled to his feet. “We—had an 
accident,” he said. 

Phil cleared his throat nervously. “Well, 
I’m glad we found you. And—er—as long 
as Karen isn’t compromised—” 

“Oh, but I am,” Karen said, from her 
position on the floor. 

“Hey—wait a minute!” Ted cried. 

“If I don’t know what happened,” 
Karen pointed out, “who does?” 

“I think I do!” Vivian said. “It’s ob- 
vious that you trapped Ted into this 
situation.” 


“Oh, he knows that,” Karen said. “I 
told him.” 
Vivian advanced on Ted. “Either you 


send this designing little Scandinavian 
hillbilly back to New York—or I'll go 
instead!” 

Phil moaned. “Tell her you'll send 
Karen away, Ted! We can’t let Vivian 
go—the band needs her!” 

Ted opened his mouth and shut it 
again. He looked at Karen, then at 
Vivian, then at Karen. 

“Well?” Vivian said. 

“Well,” Ted said. “I’m sorry I caused 
you so much trouble coming up here, 
Vivian. But it’s a lot better to get this 
thing straightened out. So let’s be 
frank. ...° 

Vivian turned and walked out of the 
cabin. 

“Now what'll we do?” Phil wailed. “Our 
star attraction’s walking out on us!” 

Nifty snapped his fingers excitedly. 
“Who cares? We'll put on a bigger show 
without her! There’s lots of singers, but 
Karen’s the only girl I know that can 
dance on skates. She’s wonderful, Phil 
—honest, I’ve seen her—” 

“Go away,” Ted said to them all. 
“Please go away and leave us alone. 
I’ve got some unfinished business with 
the girl I’m going to marry.” 


PHOTOPLAY combined with MOVIE MIRROR 








| Almost Gave Up 


(Continued from page 46) 


But since I was a comparative stranger 
in Hollywood, the question of an escort 
presented something of a _ problem. 
Finally, Mother suggested a certain “man 
about town” whom I had met shortly 
after my arrival here and who seemed 
to know everybody. He had asked to 
take me out several times previously, 
but I had always refused. Still— 

“Since he is so persistent, why not go 
with him?” Mother said. “Certainly it 
can’t do any harm!” 

But I didn’t have a very good time! 
He was kind of fat and too bluff and 


too breezy; the kind of man who always |. 


calls you “Baby” and just can’t quite 
keep his hands off you. Oh, yes, it was 
always in a very fatherly way. There 
was always an excuse for an arm around 
your shoulders—he was just helping you 
on with your coat; or a plump hand on 
your elbow—he was just helping you 
across a street. There wasn’t a single 
offense you could put your finger on, 
really, but I didn’t feel quite comfort- 
able with him, somehow. 

Still, we were “being seen” and my 
agent was delighted with the arrange- 
ment. We would go to Ciro’s, for in- 
stance, and he’d introduce me to pro- 
ducers and directors and other important 
people as “the little girl who is going to 
be a sensation.” Whereupon, they’d look 
me over, often without the slightest sign 
of interest, and I’d feel like a monkey in 
a zoo. Or maybe some producer would 
seem flatteringly interested; would sort 
of move in on us and Id think, Well, 
maybe you’re getting somewhere. . . 


UT all too soon Id find that what I 

thought he was interested in and what 
he actually was interested in were two 
different things. So I'd put him straight. 
And after I had put him straight, he’d 
sort of fade away. And I’d go home that 
night feeling bored and humiliated. But, 
of course, unless I was ready to give up, 
and I wasn’t yet, I had to be “seen.” My 
agent was certain about that. 

But I wasn’t seen with that particular 
escort after a certain episode which, even 
though it took place a long time ago, is 
still a nightmare to me. This escort— 
Pll call him Joe—had won a lot of money 
on the races and he was determined to 
“celebrate.” And “celebrate” he did, in 
spite of all I could say. I don’t drink 
at all and I must say that I had never 
before seen him take more than a couple 
of cocktails, but now he seemed to be 
trying, deliberately, to get drunk. It was 
disgusting. Not that he was any noisier 
than usual. He was always noisy. But 
there was something revolting about the 
way he kept downing those cocktails, his 
face getting redder and redder and his 
eyes regarding me queerly. I tried to 
persuade him to take me home. He 
wouldn’t do it. 

“All right,” I told him, “Ill go by my- 
self.” But— 

“Oh, no, you won’t, Baby,” he told me. 
“If you do I'll go after you and carry 
you back.” And he reached a hand 
across the table menacingly. I felt faint 
and so furious at finding myself in a 
position like this I could scarcely keep 
the tears back. But I just had to sit 
there until suddenly his head slumped 
over on the table. I don’t remember how 
I got out of there, but I do remember 
how I felt, riding home alone in a taxi- 
cab. I wanted to chuck the whole Holly- 
wood business, then and there. But I 
hate not seeing things through, so I con- 
tented myself with the vow that I would 
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never, never go out with anyone again, 


just for the sake of being “seen.” I 
never have. 

That resolve didn’t seem to make 
things much easier, though. In fact, I 


had to be more persistent than ever, 
keeping appointments my agent made for 
me with casting directors, trying to speak 
up cleverly for myself, trying to gloss 
over my inexperience, trying to appear— 
well, how should a girl appear who is 
trying to catch on in the movies? “Glam- 
orous,” I guess, “individual,” “success- 
ful.” I don’t exactly know. I don’t be- 
lieve anyone does. 

I finally got a couple of bit parts— 
one in RKO’s “Sorority House” and one 
in one of Twentieth Century-Fox’s “Jones 
Family” pictures. I don’t think anyone, 
not even the directors, knew I was on 
the lot. Then, one day, I went out to 
Metro for what they call a “group inter- 
view” in connection with the casting of 
“Forty Little Mothers.” 

With more than a hundred other girls, 
I stood on a low platform while directors, 
assistant directors, casting directors and 
so on—about fifteen in all, and all men 
—looked us over. Somehow, it was as 
though prize stock were being cut out of 
a herd. I felt the slow color rise in my 
face. I felt ashamed and a wild impulse 
came over me to run out of there, out of 
the Hollywood scene, and never come 
back. I think I might have done it, too, 
but just then I was “chosen.” And I 
suppose that’s fate. 


Not long after “Forty Little Mothers” 
was finished, I was sent by my agent 
to see a certain producer who was casting 
for a new picture. I shan’t mention his 
name, nor even his studio. But he will 
know whom I mean if he reads this. 
As it happened, I took Mother along 
that day. When I was ushered into his 
sanctuary, however, she remained in the 
waiting room. Well, this may sound like 
fiction, but it is the gospel truth. I hadn’t 
been with him five minutes until he began 
to make advances. Not subtle advances, 
either. He came at me exactly like a 
movie bad man. I remember there was 
a bag of golf clubs standing in the corner 
toward which he was backing me and 






it came over me that perhaps I could 
protect myself with a mashie. Then I had 
a better thought. 

“Mother,” I screeched. “Mother!” 

Mother came rushing in there like a 
small cyclone. But—and I say this with 
pride—after she arrived and I knew I was 
safe, I recovered some of my poise. 

“Mother, I want you to know Mr. ——, 
I said. 

Well, it almost sent me into hysterics 
to see the amorous Mr. —— gather him- 
self together and shake hands with her. 
We all chatted, oh, so pleasantly for a 
few minutes. Then Mother and I left— 
without (need I add?) a role for me in 
his picture. Yes, we giggled over the 
incident all the way home, but just the 
same, I wondered again if a screen career 
were worth putting yourself in a position 
where such a thing could happen. I 
wondered again, if the game were worth 
the candle. 


§ TILL, it was a very different circum- 
stance that finally made me give up 
trying to have a movie career. It was the 
test I made at Metro, and what happened 
to it. While working in “Forty Little 
Mothers” I met Freddie Wilcox, Metro’s 
test director, and Lillian Burns, the 
dramatic coach, and they both seemed 
to like me and to be interested in me. 
So much so, in fact, that they insisted 
I make a test and gave up many, many 
hours of their own time to help me 
prepare for it. You see, it wasn’t to be 
just an ordinary test. It was to be one 
as perfect as time, thought and rehearsal 
could make it. They selected a scene 
from the English play, “Springtide,” for 
me and, every day or so, when they’d 
have a minute to themselves, or at night 
when they’d finished work, they would 
give me a ring. Whereupon, I’d rush 
right out and we’d work until all hours. 

It was scarcely remarkable, therefore, 
that when the test was finally made, it 
was good. That isn’t my opinion, it was 
theirs. They were in ecstasy over it. 
“Tt will give you a contract! It will 
make you a star!” they told me jubilantly. 
They were as happy for me as though 
this good fortune they spoke of were 
their own. I was delighted, too, not alone 





Cornering the glamour market: Ann Sheridan and 
Rita Hayworth caught talking téte-d-téte, two rivals 


in the siren field 


registering utter equanimity 
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because I seemed to be on the brink of 
success, but because I had found two 
such wonderful friends. Hollywood is a 
grand place, after all, I told myself. ... 

But I spoke too soon. You see, although 
most of the so-called “higher-ups” at 
Metro liked my test, there was a certain 
man, very powerful in the organization, 
who did not. 

“That little blonde—a dime a dozen in 
Hollywood,” he announced. “Phooey!” 
And so Louis B. Mayer, head of M-G-M 
Studios, never even saw my test. 

And that, I said to myself bitterly, is 
Hollywood! That is really Hollywood! 
You work and try. Your good friends 
help you, tirelessly, unselfishly—and one 
man kills your effort! Well—I don’t 
want any more of it! There’s no happi- 
ness in it. I am through! 

But the ways of fate are strange and 
inexplicable. A few weeks later, my tele- 
phone rang. It was Murray Feil, the 
well-known Hollywood agent. Freddie 
and Lillian had shown him my test, un- 
beknownst to me, and he had liked it 
and agreed to see what he could do for 
me. Now he said: 

“Arthur Hornblow, of Paramount, has 
seen the test you made at Metro. He 
wants you for ‘I Wanted Wings.’ Meet 
me at Paramount as soon as you can!” 
As it happened, I was preparing to sham- 
poo my hair and had it soaked in oil 
when his call came. So I bundled it up 
in a turban; slapped on some lipstick 
and presented myself at Paramount, 
where Murray took me in to see Mr. 
Hornblow. As I signed my contract, a 
drop of oil seeped from under my turban 
and ran down my cheek. We all laughed. 

So that is the story of how I almost 
gave up my pursuit of a career, or rather, 
how I did actually give it up, and what 
happened then. 

After I was signed at Paramount, they 
wanted to “build” me into a glamour girl. 

“We must prepare the public for your 
screen debut,” they said. But I set my 
foot down. I had been engaged for sev- 
eral months to John Detlie, an art di- 
rector at Metro. And so, one day before 
“Wings” went into production, we slipped 
off and were married. 

My bosses at Paramount were pretty 
outraged. Here they were about to launch 
a new “glamour girl,” only to find she’d 
quietly become a married woman. But I 
think I made them see my point of view. 

“If I'm good in ‘I Wanted Wings,’ I 
believe the public will be interested in 
me, anyway,’ I told them. “If I’m not— 
what’s the difference?” 

I told them something like that, when, 
just before I went to work in my new 
picture, “Sullivan’s Travels,” I broke the 
news that John and I are going to have a 
baby next October. 

“I shall do my best in any role you 
may give me,” I said. “I shall work and 
study and be on time every day and do 
what the director tells me. But I shall 
also reserve time for my marriage. I 
know that fame is fickle and fleeting. I 
know that it will trick you and hurt 
you ... just as I know that the happi- 
ness that John and I have, the love and 
companionship and trust, will, if we 
cherish them, endure as long as we live.” 

True, I hope that for a time I can 
have both career and all of the beauty 
that marriage can give me. I hope that 
I shall be as successful in “Sullivan’s 
Travels” as they tell me I was in “I 
Wanted Wings.” But if I am not, it won’t 
break my heart. I had a dream about 
Hollywood, once. But I haven’t that 
dream any more. I'll never care too much 
again about what Hollywood has to 
give me. 

I'll save my all-out regard for my 
husband and home. 
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Jean Seton of Arthur 
Murray’s Fifth Avenue 
Studio, exquisite, fairy-like 
in her dancing, is the per- 
sonification of daintiness. 


,— MURRAY'S famous dancing teachers 
never miss a beat—in rhythm or in daintiness! 





Their living depends on perfection—that’s why Kaye Hanlon faces grilling 
they love Odorono Cream. They can depend on Kansas City heat with serene 
confidence in her daintiness. 


it to guard against underarm odor and damp- 
ness. They smooth it on while dressing—remain 
flower-fresh till the studio closes at night. 


Your day may not be so strenuous—but 
you'll value Odorono Cream just as highly. It 
checks perspiration safely 1 to 3 days. Non- 
gritty, smooth as satin . . . non-greasy, harmless 
to fabrics. And—blessed thought! — it’s mon- _ 
irritating, can be used right after shaving! Try it pre nah ey 
and you'll agree with Arthur Murray girls on freshness lesson after lesson. 
its superiority. Generous 10¢, 35¢ and 50¢ sizes 4 FULL Oz. JAR—ONLY 35¢ 
at your favorite cosmetic counter. “ 





THE ODORONO Co., INc., NEw YorK, N. Y. 


Other 
Odorono Cream gives you Creams 
50% TO 100% MORE | 4 


FOR YOUR MONEY |» > 














Sho Had to Jake Vo 


Being the dramatic story of a girl who 


forgot the two "d's 


HE night was dark and stormy, but Mehitabel's mind 

wasn't on the weather, because Mehitabel had been 

asked to a party. Mehitabel is Our Heroine, a wistful 
golden-haired beauty with big blue eyes that you'd think 
would make any man put his hand to his heart, drop to his 
knees and do you-know-what. 


Well, on this dark and stormy night Mehitabel was 
doing everything that everybody said any girl should do 
when she'd been asked out to drink some lemonade. That 
included relaxing in her bubble bath, creaming her face 
carefully, making up her face just as the beauty columns 
said. To top it all off, she used her new perfume, which 
was guaranteed to turn all heads like weathervanes. You 
see, this was sort of a Last-chance Gulch business for 
Mehitabel, because although she'd gone to a lot of 
parties, she'd never had any luck, if you know what we 
mean—and we think you do. 


The time came and Mehitabel sallied forth with her 
umbrella (the night was dark and stormy—remember?) 




























Pity, wasn’t it, what 
happened to poor Mehit- 
abel? But what would 
you have done? Well, not 
being a dope like Mehit- 
abel, you would not have 
omitted the two basic 
“d’s” in your make-up. 
You would have known 
that all the perfume in 
the world is of no use 
unless you have first used 
a deodorant. You would 
have known that sheer 
stockings won’t do a thing 
for you unless your legs 
are smooth—meaning a 
depilatory—always! 

You have your choice 
in the deodorant field— 
cream or liquid that can 
be applied as often as you 
wish; or liquid, one ap- 
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of feminine nicety 


and high hopes. She didn't bring her sewing because all 
the lovelorn columns said she should devote all her atten- 
tion to Capturing the Male and Mehitabel was certainly 
sick of never having come within ten yards of a wedding 
ring. She was determined that this night something would 
happen. It did. 


HERE were a lot of nice men at the party and Mehitabel 
started out, in a ladylike fashion, of course, to snag one 
of them. But horror of horrors, she didn't make a dent. 


That is, she didn't make a dent on anyone but the 
Villain, who had a big black mustache and a checked suit 
and one gold tooth that gleamed every time he smiled 
at Mehitabel. 


She didn't like him, of course, but a girl just can't sit, 
so she rolled her eyes and rolled them again. It wasn't in 
vain. The villain took her and her umbrella home and 
there on the front porch he dropped to his knees, put his 
hand over his heart and . . . well, Mehitabel married him. 


plication of which will 
last for two or three days. 
But unless you want to 
end up like Mehitabel, 
don’t face hot-weather 
hazards without those 
two basic “d” treatments. 

As Jean Parker says: 

“T guess I have always 
been meticulous about 
little things. Maybe liv- 
ing in California helps to 
make you that way... 
We wear shorts and 
bathing suits out here 
and we do have a lot of 
grand hot weather—and 
you have to be careful 
then. I don’t know what 
people did before they 
began making the good 
deodorants and depila- 
tories we have now.” 


“BY GLORIA MACK 


The girl who could have 
tipped off poor Mehitabel: 
Jean Parker, appearing in 
Paramount's "Power Dive" 
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The Shadow Stage 


(Continued from page 4) 


V Billy the Kid (M-G-M) 


It's About: The notorious outlaw who 
takes the law into his own hands. 


WE seldom explain our rating of a 

picture. With us it either is or isn’t. 
But this time we feel we should warn 
readers who use this department as their 
guide to movies that the award of “Best 
picture of the month” is based, not on 
the story, which is strictly hokumy corn, 
but on the sincerity of Bob Taylor’s 
performance as Billy plus (of all things) 
the breath-taking scenery enhanced by 
Technicolor. 

They have whitewashed, alibied and 
cleaned up the character of this notorious 
young outlaw who actually lived but 
refused to let live, until his own grand- 
mother wouldn’t know him. And still Bob 
Taylor makes him a convincing, uhder- 
standable and even menacing character. 

Ian Hunter, Brian Donlevy and Mary 
Howard are splendid as the people who 
befriend the outlaw. Gene Lockhart’s 
villainy is somehow deadlier for his 
round-faced pudginess. 

But it’s the color, the purple-red of 
New Mexico’s dramatic scenery that 
really catches the eye, holds the interest 
and sends one from the movie with a 
yearning in his heart for the old west. 
Your Reviewer Says: A colorful melo- 
drama. 


V Adventure in Washington 
(Columbia) 


It's About: The reformation of a toughie 
through his work as a United States 
Senate page boy. 


THs reviewer believes that any rancor 
felt in Washington’s Capitol, especially 
in the Senate, over Columbia’s picture 
“Mr. Smith Goes to Washington” should be 
dispelled by this sincere story that deals 
obliquely with that great body of men. 

The casting of the very British Herbert 
Marshall as a United States Senator is 
one of Hollywood’s amusing little whim- 
sies, but somehow, on the screen, Her- 
bert’s English accent is forgotten in his 
very fine performance. 

But it’s Gene Reynolds who steals the 
show as the wrong-side-of-the-track lad 
who is brought to Washington as a Senate 
page boy by Marshall. Gene chaffs at 
the demands of his job and finally brings 
disgrace to his benefactor. 

The manner in which he redeems him- 
self provides material for a heart-touch- 
ing scene that Gene meets like a veteran. 
Here is a truly fine young actor. 

Virginia Bruce, as a radio commen- 
tator, is very pretty. 
Your Reviewer Says: A novel and tender 
story. 


¥ Million Dollar Baby (Warners) 


It's About: A department store clerk who 
inherits a fortune. 


R EMEMBER the old song, “I Found a 
Million Dollar Baby in a Five and Ten 
Cent Store?” Well, Warners have taken 
that startling statement and built it into 
an amusing little story of a pretty de- 
partment store clerk who actually be- 
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came a million dollar baby. 

Priscilla Lane is cuter than a bug’s ear 
as the baby who becomes millionaireized 
when eccentric May Robson, in order to 
right a wrong done Priscilla’s family, 
bestows upon the blonde head of the 
little clerk—one million smackers. 

So what happens? So Priscilla dis- 
covers the money stands between her 
and her true but poor love Ronald Rea- 
gan, who runs away rather than marry 
money. The moral is, we suppose, money 
doesn’t bring happiness, which should 
render us poorer mortals a bit more 
contented. 

The story is punctuated with sock ‘em 


down vitality that keeps it bobbing along. | 
May Robson, Jeffrey Lynn and a grand | 


supporting cast complement the splendid 
work of Priscilla and Ronald. 


Your Reviewer Says: 


paydreams. 
V Sunny (RKO-Radio) 
It's About: Rich boy kisses poor girl. | 


Rich boy marries poor girl. 


CHALE up “Sunny” as the best of Miss 
Anna Neagle’s three musical pictures 
—the others being “Irene” and “No, No, 
Nanette.” The music, so liltingly gay and 
tunefully catchy, the dancing of Miss 
Neagle and Ray Bolger, the colorful 
settings, the gilt-edged work of the sup- 
porting cast, all tend to make this an 
event of complete charm. 

Miss Neagle continues to amaze with 
her versatility. Her singing and dancing 
are superb. Ray Bolger all but steals 
the picture and the heart of the audience 
with his terrific stepping. John Carroll 
sings well and Edward Everett Horton 
clowns perfectly. 

The Jerome Kern songs “Who” and 
“Sunny” bring back those nostalgic mem- 
ories. Grace and Paul Hartman are a 
rietous dance team. 


Bright and shining 


Your Reviewer Says: 
and “sunny.” 


VY Love Crazy (M-G-M) 


It's About: A husband’s attempts to 
thwart his wife’s divorce. 


[Ts a Myrna Loy-Bill Powell special, 
with double whipped cream and lit- 
erally polluted with nuts. In fact, it’s so 
nutty the audience staggers out a bit 
dazed from laughter and half-mad at 
itself for howling at such silliness. 

Still, it’s funny, and a bit of fun never 
hurt anyone. However, in less competent 
hands, we’re quite sure it could have 
been terrible, but the deft performance 
of Bill Powell keeps the comedy right 
on the beam. 

Mr. Powell, a husband of four years’ 
standing, is about to be divorced by wife 
Myrna for a slight case of cheating with 
lovely Gail Patrick. In order to thwart 
her plan, Bill pretends to be crazy and 
is committed to an asylum. He escapes 
dressed as his own sister and finds haven 
in Myrna’s bedroom. Let your own 
imagination take it up from there. * 

Jack Carson as Bill’s rival is good. 
Florence Bates as his mother-in-law is 
doubly good. 


Your Reviewer Says: Laugh and grow 


happy. 





Daydreams become | 








ANNE SHIRLEY in “THE DEVIL AND DANIEL WEBSTER” 
AN RKO-RADIO PICTURE 








Does your skin 


lack color...look dull?.. 
TRY 
HOLLYWOOD'S 


FACE POWDER 








( : yee enhance 


the appeal of your 
beauty by giving your 


’ skin a lovelier color 
con tone. Try this famous 
— face powder created 

by Max Factor Hollywood. 


ORIGINAL COLOR HARMONY SHADES 
to harmonize with the complexion 
colorings of blondes, brunettes, brown- 
ettes and redhea.5. 


SUPERFINE TEXTURE which creates a 
satin-smooth make-up that clings 
perfectly and really stays on. 

Try your color harmony shade of 

Max Factor Hollywood Face Powder 

... Share this make-up secret...$1.00 





Tru-Color Lipstick... 
ORIGINATED by Max 
Factor Hollywood—Four 
features...1. lifelike red 
of your lips...2. non-dry- 
ing, but indelible... safe 
Sor sensitive lips..4. elim- 
inates lipstick line... $1. 





Rouge..whatever 
your type...there’s a 
color harmony shade 
of Max Factor Holly- 
u'ood Rouge toaccent 
the beauty of your 
« colorings...50¢ 
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* Mail for POWDER, ROUGE and 
LIPSTICK in Your COLOR HARMONY ; 


Max Factor Make-Up Strupio, HoLttywooo, CALiroRNiA 




























S' ND Size Box of Powder, 

Roug mpler and miniature 

Tru-Colc ck in my color har- vee 

mony shade. I enclose cen cents for : gore 
postage and handling. Also send Light. Dark. 
my Color Harmony Make-Up Chart 

and Illustrated Book," THe New Aat 





of Make-Ur"... FREE. 25-8-67 
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BACKACHE, 
LEG PAINS MAY 
BE DANGER SIGN 


Of Tired Kidneys 


If backache and leg pains are making you miser- 
able, don’t just complain and do nothing about them. 
Nature may be warning you that your kidneys need 
attention. i ‘ 

The kidneys are Nature's chief wen of taking excess 
acids and poisonous waste out of the blood. They help 
most people pass about 3 pints a day. 

If the 15 miles of kidney tubes and filters don't 
work well, poisonous waste matter stays in the blood. 
These poisons may start nagging backaches, rheu- 
matic pains, leg pains, loss of pep and energy, getting 
up nights, swelling, puffiness under the eyes, head- 
aches and dizziness. Frequent or scanty passages with 
smarting and burning sometimes shows there is some- 
thing wrong with your kidneys or bladder. 

Don't wait! your druggist for Doan's Pills, 
used successfully by millions for over 40 years. They 
give happy relief and will help the 15 miles of kidney 
tubes flush out poisonous waste from the blood. Get 
Doan’s Pills. 





Sell NYLON HOSIERY 


With Famous Long-Wearing Snag-Protected 
Silk Hosiery. Sensational money-making opportuni- 
ty. Experience un . Write y for sample silk 
stocking. AMERICAN Mi Dept. A-18, indianapolis. 


























st0P Scratching 
Insect Bites — Heat Rash 
Relieve itching of insect bites, heat 
or 
; Prescri tion. Greaseless, stainless. 
aga Stops itching quickly, 35¢ trial bottle 
proves it—or mone back. your 
» “~~ druggist for D.D.D. Prescription. 
ANY PHOTO ENLARGED 
Size 8x10 inches SS ne 
or smaller if desired. 


Same price for full length 
or bust form, groups, = - 
scapes . “° 
or enlargements of Pa 4 
part of group picture. 

return of original > 


guaranteed $ 
SEND NO MONEY Jettmail photo 
(any size) and within a week you will receive 
ro enlar, d fade- 
with Ty > Bea oatage Bic tex 
inch ¥ sent C. 0. D. 

or an tage 
offer now. Send your photos today, Speci 


STANDARD ART STUDIOS 
113 S. Jefferson St. Dept. 1551-K CHICAGO, ILLINOIS 











DIAMOND RINGS 


Just to get acquainted we will send you smart new yellow gold 
te engagement ring or wedding ring. Romance design engage- 
ment ring set with flashing, simulated diamond solitaire with six 
side stones. Wedding ring has band of brilliants set in exquisite 
Honeymoon Design mounting. Either ring only $1.00 or both for 
_ SEND NO MONEY with order, just name and ring size, 
ear ring 10 days on money-back guarantee. Rush order now! 
EMPIRE DIAMOND CO. Dept. 976M 


Most WOMEN of 
“MIDDLE AGE” 


| 38°52 ss: 


Suffer Distress 


At This Time— 

If this period in a woman’s life causes you 

to get easily upset, cranky, nervous, blue 

at times, suffer weakness, dizziness, hot 

— headaches, distress of “irregulari- 
es’ — 

Try Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com- 
pound—made especially to relieve female 
distress due to this functional disturb- 
ance. Pinkham’s Compound helps build up 
resistance against annoying symptoms of 
“middle age.” Famous for over years! 


Jefferson, ltowa 
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VV Blood and Sand 
(20th Century-Fox) 


It's About: 
matador. 


AGAINST the trumping, tempting 
sounds of soft guitars, the louder 
beating, wailing throbs of Spanish music, 
the color, the glamour, the horror of 
Spain’s greatest sport—bullfighting—is 
laid a story of a boy with one ambition 
burning in his heart, a boy who grew to 
realize that ambition and then to taste 
deeply the bitterness and loneliness of 
success. 

Tyrone Power gives one of his finest 
performances as the ignorant, swagger- 
ing, defiant matador, the boy who grew 
to become Spain’s hero—for one brief 
moment. The scene in the bull ring is 
one of great suspense, thrills and color. 
It will make the heart beat faster and 
pulses bound with something like horror. 
In this scene Tyrone is triumphant. 

Rita Hayworth, the siren who lures 
Power away from his wife, Linda Darnell, 
is beautiful and alluring. Linda does her 
best work for our money. 

Against any comparison to the picture 
made by Valentino, this one easily rates 
equal merit, and in many instances, sur- 
passes it. John Carradine, Nazimova, 
Laird Cregar and J. Carrol Naish are 
perfectly cast. The musical score really 
lifts the story far above the level of 
average story-telling. It’s the best music 
heard in a long time. 


The rise and fall of a famous 


A double-check hit. 


Your Reviewer Says: 


Y One Night In Lisbon 
(Paramount) 


It's About: An American screwball who 
woos an English frigidaire. 


MAY we rise up on our two feet and 
demand to know why American 
young men abroad are constantly de- 
picted on the screen as zany half-wits? 
Do we really behave so idiotically, imi- 
tating duck calls in London air raid 
shelters, lunching on sidewalks ’mid shot 
and shell, climbing in and out of strange 
windows a la Romeo? 

Well, maybe if we don’t we should, for 
audiences ate up Fred MacMurray’s odd 
goings-on to the tune of much laughter, 
that’s certain. 

While we’re quizzing, is it possible in 
this day and age, we wonder, for any 
young lady as comely as Madeleine Car- 
roll to be so excruciatingly naive? 

Well, maybe we're being a bit too 
fussy, for this odd adaptation of “There’s 
Always Juliet” certainly has its gay, light 
and amusing moments. Interesting, too, 
is its locale of London in wartime, that 
switches, in some queer manner, to Lis- 
bon, Portugal, and ends up as the locale 
of a bedroom farce. 

The dialogue is coy and suggestive. 
Fred MacMurray as the breezy (windy, 
even) American is appealing and John 
Loder as Madeleine’s English suitor is 
something, believe us. 


Your Reviewer Says: Incendiary love. 


_ Her First Beau (Columbia) 


It's About: 


CHALK this up on the black board as 
a Jane Withers’ honey. Note, also, 
that Jane had to wander away from her 
own studio, Twentieth Century-Fox, in 


Puppy love and its cure. 





order to get a vehicle halfway worthy 
of her. 

While it pains the victim and is really 
no laughing matter, there is something 
screamingly funny to adults about puppy 


love. Poor Jane is its victim when her 
youthful uncle, William Tracy, brings 
around the handsome Kenneth Howell, 
who innocently steals Jane’s heart. 

Her first backless evening dress, the 
bewilderment of her steady beau, Jackie 
Cooper, the boy next door, her aggra- 
vated father, Addison Richards, all add 
to the hilarity. 

Edgar Buchanan and Una O’Connor 
are swell. But it’s Jane and Jackie who 
lead the grand march of fun. 


Your Reviewer Says: A chuckle a minute. 


She Knew All the Answers 
(Columbia) 


It's About: The show girl, a playboy and 
his guardian. 


JOAN BENNETT is a show girl who sets 
out to convince old Mr. Stuffed Shirt, 
Franchot Tone, that she would make a 
proper wife for his ward, John Hubbard. 

In order to be near Tone, the stern 
guardian, and thus be able to break down 
his resistance, Joan takes a job in his 
Wall Street office. From then on it’s 
everybody for himself as far as the love 
interest is concerned. This isn’t a very 
good movie nor is it a bad one. Nestling 
comfortably somewhere between these 
two extremes it’s a cozy little picture 
with several good corny laugh-provok- 
ing moments. 

Tone is outstanding and Mr. Hubbard 
threatens to be very good one of these 
days. 


Your Reviewer Says: Good summer fare. 


The Black Cat (Universal) 


It's About: Murders in an old mansion. 


jrs all been done before—the murders, 
the eerie old manse, the heirs who all 
become suspects, the blundering young 
man (this time it’s a real-estate sales- 
man) who eventually solves the mystery 
—but for some reason it still remains 
good entertainment. 

It is even better entertainment than 
usual with such actors as Basil Rathbone, 
Hugh Herbert, Broderick Crawford and 
Bela Lugosi to raise goose pimples on 
the customers. Herbert, of course, tickles 
the funny bone when the others aren’t 
“spooking,” and even when they are, for 
that matter. 

Gale Sondergaard, as the housekeeper, 
is the scariest dame you can imagine. 


Your Reviewer Says: Boo! It’s a scary- 


Cat. 


Too Many Blondes (Universal) 


It's About: A jealous wife and singer 
husband who save up for a divorce. 


THis is definitely the worst picture to 
come out of Hollywood in a ripe old 
coon’s age. It’s simply unbelievable that 
anyone should expect customers to view 
this picture and not walk out. Here, in 
a nutshell, is the handwriting on the 
wall; Hollywood had better wake up to 
it and wake up fast. 

Rudy Vallee, a nice guy and one we 
admire, should rush back to his radio 
microphone and stay there if this is a 
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fair sample of his acting ability. Helen 
Parrish, his jealous wife, has been badly 
cast and has no opportunity to click. 

Whether the fault lies with the pro- 
ducer, the director or the story we 
wouldn’t know or care. All we’re con- 
cerned with is the result and that, ladies 
and gentlemen, is nil. 


Your Reviewer Says: Picture, stay ’way 


from my door. 


Scattergood Pulls the Strings 
(RKO-Radio) 


It's About: Our small-town sage rescues 
a runaway waif. 


UY KIBBEE is so human, so natural 

in his role of Scattergood Baines, the 
small-town Mr. Fixit, it’s difficult to 
realize where Scattergood leaves off and 
Kibbee begins. 

Second in the series, this story keeps 
pace with the first one and, in some 
instances, surpasses it. For one thing the 
story of a runaway boy (Bobs Watson) 
has many appealing possibilities and 
Kibbee and young Watson make the 
most of them. 

Emma Dunn is very good in her role 
of Mirandy. The whole cast, in fact, fit 
their homey comfortable roles like gloves. 


Your Reviewer Says: Something for big- 
towners and small-towners alike. 


Affectionately Yours (Warners) 


It's About: The attempts of a divorced 
husband to win back his wife. 


AS Hollywood lost its fine old touch 

when it comes to farcical comedy? 
Certainly the recent crop of comedies 
would indicate this to be a fact, with 
“Affectionately Yours” one of the clum- 
siest, unfunniest of the lot. 

For one thing, everybody tries too hard. 
Situations are so obviously and labori- 
ously concocted the audience really 
feels sympathetically embarrassed for the 
actors. 

The cast is good and even the premise 
is fair. It tells how Dennis. Morgan, a 
foreign newspaper correspondent, tries 
and tries to win back Merle Oberon, 
who has divorced him. But, somehow, 
it misses, despite the splendid support 
of Ralph Bellamy, Rita Hayworth and 
James Gleason. 


Your Reviewer Says: Frankly—no. 


Rookies on Parade (Republic) 


It's About: Playboy, bad boy who be- 
comes good boy, soldier boy. 


A LOT of talented people mess around 
in this unimportant little movie that 
will do nicely for hot-weather trade— 
which means audiences won’t be required 
to do a single bit of thinking. They can 
listen to Bob (Bing’s brother) Crosby’s 
warbling; laugh at the antics of Marie 
Wilson, Cliff Nazarro, William Demarest 
and Eddie Foy, Jr.; enjoy the singing of 
Ruth Terry and Gertrude Niesen; and 
then go home, if no wiser, at least a bit 
more refreshed. 
The Army camp routines are cute. 
Bill Shirley, a newcomer, is the surprise 
of the show. 


Your Reviewer Says: You’ve seen worse. 
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. «+ Returns from 
forbidden land 
to tell of strange 
experiences. 





DO THE DEAD RETURN? 


A strange man in Los Angeles, 
known as “The Voice of Two Worlds,” 
tells of astonishing experiences in 
far-off and mysterious Tibet, often 
called the land of miracles by the few 
travelers permitted to visit it. Here 
he lived among the lamas, mystic 
priests of the temple. “In your previ- 
ous lifetime,” a very old lama told 
him, “you lived here, a lama in this 
temple. You and I were boys together. 
I lived on, but you died in youth, and 
were reborn in England. I have been 
expecting your return.” 


The young Englishman was amazed 
as he looked around the temple where 
he was believed to have lived and 
died. It seemed uncannily familiar, he 
appeared to know every nook and 
corner of it, yet—at least in this life- 
time—he had never been there be- 
fore. And mysterious was the set of 
circumstances that had brought him. 
Could it be a case of reincarnation, 
that strange belief of the East that 
souls return to earth again and again, 
living many lifetimes ? 


Because of their belief that he had 
formerly been a lama in the temple, 
the lamas welcomed the young man 
with open arms and taught him rare 
mysteries and long-hidden practices, 
closely guarded for three thousand 
years by the sages, which have en- 


abled many to perform amazing 
feats. He says that the system often 
leads to almost unbelievable improve- 
ment in power of mind, can be used to 
achieve brilliant business and profes- 
sional success as well as great happi- 
ness. The young man himself later 
became a noted explorer and geogra- 
pher, a successful publisher of maps 
and atlases of the Far East, used 
throughout the world. 


“There is in all men a sleeping 
giant of mindpower,” he says. “When 
awakened, it can make man capable 
of surprising feats, from the prolong- 
ing of youth to success in many other 
worthy endeavors.” The system is 
said by many to promote improve- 
ment in health; others tell of in- 
creased bodily strength, courage and 
poise. 


“The time has come for this long- 
hidden system to be disclosed to the 
Western world,” declares the author, 
and offers to send his amazing 9,000- 
word treatise—which reveals many 
startling results—to sincere readers 
of this publication, free of cost or ob- 
ligation. For your free copy, address 
the Institute of Mentalphysics, 213 
South Hobart Blvd., Dept. 45E, Los 
Angeles, Calif. Readers are urged to 
write promptly, as only a limited 
number of the free treatises have 
been printed. 
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NO 
DULL 
DRAB 
HAIR 


when you use this amazing 


4 Purpose Rinse 


In one, simple, quick operation, 
LOVALON will do all of these 4 





important things for your hair. 
1. Gives lustrous highlights. 
2. Rinses away shampoo film. 
3. Tints the hair as it rinses. 
4. Helps keep hair neatly in place. 
LOVALON does not dye or bleach. 
It is a pure, odorless hair rinse, in 
12 different shades. Try LOVALON. 


At stores which sell toilet goods 


25¢ 
for 5 rinses 


10¢ 
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pIANC SALE 


= Wedding Rin 
\ or Engagemen 
Ring $1.00 each 
or both for only Ic 
more. 
LADIES—Know the happiness 
of wearing a spark- 
LD LATE, Simulated 

ment Ring or 
ing Ring at our 
or both 


AMOND RING 
M4, 







Pp 

edd 

smart, new, beautifully embossed Wed i 
Anniversary Sale cffer of $1.00 for either rin 


rings for only 1c more (Total $1.01). Rings make beauti- 


Bridal Pair. Send no money. Rush order for 
approval, money-back-guar- 

antee. Your rings come in gift box by return mail. 

EMPIRE DIAMOND CO. Dept. 103C, Jefferson, lowa 


WAKE UP YOUR 
LIVER BILE— 


Without Calomel—And You'll Jump Out 


of Bed in the Morning Rarin’ to Go 


The liver should pour 2 pints of bile juice into 
your bowels every day. If this bile is not flowing 
freely, your food may not digest. It may just de- 
cay in the bowels, Then gas bloats up your stom- 
ach, You get constipated. You feel sour, sunk and 
the world looks punk. f 4 

It takes those good, old Carter’s Little Liver 
Pills to get these 2 pints of bile flowing freely to 
make you feel “up and up.” Get a package e 
Take as directed. Amazing in making bile flow free- 
ly. Ask for Carter’s Little Liver Pills. 10¢ and 25¢, 














If your skin isreddened and parched 
from exposure, use soothing Resinol for 
quick relief. Its medication and its oiliness 


are specially agreeable to sun-scorched 
skin. Resinol Soap is mild and refreshing. 


Buy both at any druggist's. For sample of each, 
write Resinol, MG-5, Baltimore, Md. 


OINTMENT 
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Lady From Louisiana (Republic) 


It's About: Lottery rackets of the Old 
South that rival modern racketeering. 


jour WAYNE, given the proper vehi- 
cles, is a good actor, and Ona Munson 
a fine actress, but this one proved too 
much for both of them. 

The color of the Southern city of New 
Orleans in the early ’90’s and even the 
climax when the mighty Mississippi floods 
its banks, fail to rescue this story from 
mediocrity. 

Wayne, of course, is the upstanding 
young attorney who attempts to erad- 
icate the lottery racket. Ona, with whom 
he falls in love, is the daughter of the 
main offender. Write your own ticket 
from there on in. 


Your Reviewer Says: Much ado about 


nothing worth while. 


I'll Wait For You (M-G-M) 


It's About: A smart young crook who 
finds refuge and love in the country. 


ALL those who remember that tiptop 
picture, “Hide-Out,” please hold up 
your hands. Good, you'll be happy to 
know it’s here again—the story of a night- 
club racketeer who flees the police and 
finally finds refuge on a Connecticut farm. 
Robert Sterling is a sure-fire comer as 
the crook and Marsha Hunt is so good 
as the girl who cares for him. Virginia 
Weidler, Fay Holden and Paul Kelly add 
plenty of strength. 


Your Reviewer Says: Human little docu- 


ment. 


The People vs. Dr. Kildare 
(M-G-M) 


It's About: Dr. Kildare on trial. 


O UT of the hospital and into the court- 
room goes Dr. Kildare to stand trial 
for malpractice. The suit is instigated 
by Bonita Granville, an ice skater, who 
emerges from an operation a paralytic. 

The unpleasant theme is relieved in 
odd spots by the comedy of Red Skelton 
and Eddie Acuff as internes, but for our 
money it’s far below the standard of these 
series. Lew Ayes as Dr. Kildare, Lionel 
Barrymore as Dr. Gillespie and Laraine 
Day as nurse Mary Lamont stand up 
under the ordeal rather well. 


Your Reviewer Says: Passing fair. 


Roar of the Press (Monogram) 
It's About: Murder 


honeymoon. 
A MAN can’t even honeymoon in peace, 
according to the movies. Here’s 
Wally Ford, for example, a crack news- 
paper reporter who marries his sweet- 
heart, Jean Parker, and finds himself 
assigned to a murder story before he 
can so much as kiss the bride. 

There’s more darned complications al- 
ways setting in that somehow, only don’t 
press me for the details, get ironed out. 

Wally Ford is a good actor and de- 
serves better. For that matter, my 
friends, so do you. 


that interrupts a 


Your Reviewer Says: Everyone means 


well, but— 


Naval Academy (Columbia) 


cig 


It's About: Three boys who are “re- 


deemed” by the Navy discipline. 





[N the rush of pictures dealing with 
some phase of military service we find 
this one just one too many. 

The story deals with three lads, Freddie 
Bartholomew, Jimmy Lydon and Billy 
Cook, who is each a problem child in his 
own right (or is it wrong?). Due to the 
strict discipline of a naval academy, they 
find themselves bigger and better boys, 
ready to carry on the work with new 
problem plebes. 

The three boys are good. Unfortu- 
nately, the story isn’t. 


A weakie. 


V In the Navy (Universal) 


It's About: Pandemonium in the Navy. 


Your Reviewer Says: 


N which direction the wind is blowing 

can best be judged by the actual title 
of this picture which is “Bud Abbott and 
Lou Costello and Dick Powell in the 
Navy.” Try that on your marquee. 

Our contention is that while the boys 
are good they’re not that good and unless 
snappier, more unusual routines are im- 
mediately forthcoming this sure-fire box- 
office team (don’t ask us how Dick 
Powell landed in the title) will be deader 
than a dodo bird. 

“In The Navy” is not quite so funny as 
“Buck Privates,” the team’s Army pic- 
ture, but it’s funny enough to keep any 
audience amused and entertained. Some 
of the gags are hilarious, such as Cos- 
tello’s nightmare. 

Dick Powell, Dick Foran, the singing, 
stepping Andrews Sisters and Claire 
Dodd add class to the antics of this pair 
of nitwits. 


A real blues-chaser. 


Time Out for Rhythm (Columbia) 


It's About: Two New York agents who 
find success only as a team. 


Your Reviewer Says: 


}H ERE is a B musical with an array of 
talent from here to there that goes to 
town in a big way, only to leave the pic- 
ture right where they found it—in the B 
minus bracket. 

Rudy Vallee sings; Ann Miller, the hit 
of the show, dances; Glen Gray and his 
Casa Loma Band along with Eddie Du- 
rant’s Rhumba Orchestra supply the 
rhythm; and Six Hits and a Miss con- 
tribute some fine warbling. 

Brenda and Cobina and the Three 
Stooges annoy the audience with corny 
attempts at humor. Allen Jenkins sur- 
prises with his fast stepping. Joan Merrill 
sings well and Richard Lane and Rose- 
mary Lane handle the straight parts. 

With all those people you’d expect 
bigger and better things, wouldn’t you? 
Well, brother, you don’t get them. 


Good talent wasted. 


Men of the Timberland 
(Universal) 


Your Reviewer Says: 


It's About: A plot to despoil a timber 
tract. 


THE big outdoors is crowded into a little 
indoor movie that emerges well-mean- 
ing action drama. It has Richard Arlen, 
a forest ranger who singlehanded frus- 
trates a plot to despoil a timber tract, and 
Andy Devine as the lumber boss. Both 
are good. 
Linda Hayes is a pretty heroine. 


Your Reviewer Says: Little but peppy. 


PHOTOPLAY combined with MOVIE MIRROR 














Close Ups and Long Shots 


(Continued from page 17) 


it gives us, right now, Spencer Tracy and 
Lana Turner two very “today” person- 
alities in that creaky old “Dr. Jekyll 
and Mr. Hyde” .. . can’t the movie- 
makers realize that the basic thing that 
interests anyone in any story is “how 
does it come out?”. . . can anyone today 
have any doubt, after the number of 
times it has been made and remade, how 
“Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde” comes out? 


The loss to a star’s value by being cast 
in a bad story is almost impossible to 
overestimate if you admire that 
great actress, Martha Scott, don’t go to 
see “They Dare Not Love” (George Brent 
is also in this one, but Brent has already 
survived so many horrors as to be abso- 
lutely turkey-proof) . the throwing 
away of Humphrey Bogart in such stuff 
as “The Wagons Roll At Night” 
the ignoring of thousands of women 
practically drooling ,every time Mr. 
George Sanders comes on the screen 
and yet casting him again and again as 
the heaviest of cads. 


| WONDERED the other night as I sat 
at the terrific and amazing tenth anni- 
versary dinner that NBC gave to Jack 
Benny .. . celebrating Jack’s triumphant 
ten years in radio . . . what would hap- 
pen to our movie stars if they could each 
of them have teams of writers working 
constantly and exclusively for them . . 
as constantly and understandingly as 
Jack has had Bill Morrow and Ed Beloin 
working on his air shows . . . writers 
bringing out the star’s best talents to 
maintain him year after year. 

Stars make mistakes on stories cer- 
tainly .. . Carole Lombard, with absolute 
say-so on her vehicles, chose both those 
duds, “They Knew What They Wanted” 
and “Vigil in the Night”. . . but Irene 
Dunne and Cary Grant, together and 
separately, know how to cast themselves 
correctly .. . so does Charles Boyer... 
so does the majority of stars who migrate 
from studio to studio . . . but the ones 
that are under contract all too often 
suffer ... Walter Pidgeon, for example, 
after his delightful work in “It’s A Date” 
could have done much better for himself 
than Metro did for him when they put 
him merely into another Nick Carter 
story, and a bad one at that ... or when 
after Laraine Day’s brilliance in “My 
Son, My Son!” they cast her once more 
as the practically speechless Mary in the 
Kildare series. . . 

Of course, sometimes in their choice of 
roles there is more than meets the eye 

.. as far back as two years ago Jeanette 
MacDonald was talking about doing a 
remake of “Smilin’ Through”. . . talking 
about it ... being for it .. . for the heart- 
warming reason that she knew there was 
a fine role for Gene Raymond in it... 
Jeanette and Gene, both, want to work 
together to show the world one happily 
married Hollywood couple . . . just as 
recently, and so very successfully, Joan 
Blondell and Dick Powell revealed them- 
selves in “Model Wife” . and as Ilona 
Massey and Alan Curtis will appear in 
“New Wine” ... thus . . . even if our 
movie-makers balk at showing us love 
stories on the screen ... at least we 
have them off screen .. . which really 
does balance the threat of the “sweater 
girls” by more than enough to keep us 
all safe . . . just as our grandfathers sur- 
vived the threat of the “bloomer” girls 
and if you can recall any of their pic- 
tures you will know how truly terrifying 
they were . . . whoops! 


AuGusT, 1941 














Get Factory Prices! Fresh from the press 
—1942 KALAMAZOO CATALOG—FREE to 
you. See newest streamlined styles—see amaz- 
ing new features—terms as little as $5 Down, 
up to 18 months to pay. Choose from 136 
styles and sizes of Ranges, Heaters, Furnaces. 
Many illustrated in full color. 


More Bargains than in 20 Big Stores 
—Gas Ranges, Combination Dual-Oven 
Ranges for Gas and Coal, for Gas and Oil, for 
Electricity and Coal; Coal and Wood Ranges 
Oil Ranges, Oil Heaters, Coal and Wood 
Heaters, Furnaces. Latest features. 

1,700,000 Satisfied Users—In business 41 
years. Factory Guarantee. FREE CATALOG 
saves you money. Mail Coupon. Today! 


All Kalamazoo Gas Ranges and Combination Ranges 
apr ed by Am. Gas Assn. for BOTTLED GAS. 
Be! Now over 287 Kalamazoo Stores in 15 
se States. C it leph directory. 























30 DAYS 
FREE TRIAL 


Combination Gas, 
Coal or Oil Range 























Kalamazoo Stove & Furnace Co., Manufacturers 
469 Rochester Ave., Kalamazoo, Michigan 


Dear Sirs: Send FREE FACTORY CATALOG. 
Check articles in which you are interested: 


“- 
| 
| 

[) Combinetion Gas, Coal and Wood or Oil Ranges | 

C) Coal and Wood Ranges (CD Gas Ranges 

C) Coal & Wood Heaters C) Oil Heaters | 

C) Oil Ranges C) Furnaces | 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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COAL AND WOOD RANGES 
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trouble geta FREE 
R, GC. VISCOSE COMPANY 
140 North Dearborn S$ Chicago, Illinois 
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Thrilling moments that every girl longs for, dreams 


about, Why not make them real? Invite adventure 
and romance with the magic fragrance of Blue 
Waltz Perfume, the haunting bewitching scent that 


no man can resist. Its subtle intoxicating fra- 
grance whispers your charm, gives you new con- — 
fidence in your own loveliness. Just try it and see! - 
BLUE WALTZ PERFUME 10¢ at all. 5 & ¥ 
tas 














SUMMER SIREN 


Try this New and Ex- 

citing Coiffure. Your @ 
lovely natural hair- 
line clear, your hair 
brushed up in soft 
curls on top, your 
shell-like ears deco- 
rated with earrings. 
DeLong Bob Pins 
make this Coiffure 
possible . . . they just 
won't slip out. 






ceo 
Bob Pins 
are NOT 

Alike 
ooo Oe 
DeLone 


ROLLS DEVELOPED 


25c Coin. Two 5x7 Double Weight Professional 
Enlargements, 8 Gloss Deckle Edge Prints. 
CLUB PHOTO SERVICE, Dept. 19, LaCrosse, Wis. 
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Solid sterling silver Birthstone Ring; 
or a 13 set sparkling Dinner Ring: 
or an All-Occasion Ring with simulated 
Roby and 8 brilliant marcasites; FOR selling 4 Bouse = 
ud Salveat 25ceach. Send No Money. Order4 


ROSEBUD PERFUME CO, BOX ‘7. WOODSBORO, MARYLAND. 




















CORNS Go Fast! 


Doctor’s New Double-Quick Relief 


New Super-Soft Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pads in- 
stantly stop shoe friction; lift shoe pressure. Relief 
is then immediate. These thin, soft-as-down, sooth- 
» protective cushioning pads ease new or 
tis t shoes... positively . 
revent corns, sore toes. 
Sensanee Medications in- 
cluded for sgoetiy removing 
corns or callouses. Cost but 
a trifle. Get a box t 


NEW Suer-So 


D! Scholls Lino pads 









“ADVENTURE IN WASHINGTON’— Co- 
lumbia. Screen play by Lewis R. Foster and Arthur 
Caesar. From the story by Jeanne Spencer and 
Albert Benham. Directed by Alfred E. Green. 
Cast: Senator John Coleridge, Herbert Marshall; 
Jane Scott, Virginia Bruce; Marty Driscoll, Gene 
Reynolds; Senator Henry Owen, Samuel S. Hinds; 
Senator Cummings, Ralph Morgan; Bundy, 
Vaughn Glaser; Collins, Charles Smith; Abbott, 
Dickie Jones; Frank Conroy, Pierre Watkin; Jim 
O’Brien, J. M. Kerrigan; Peewee Haynes, Tommy 
tond; Chubby Wells, Billy Dawson; Lenny Root, 
Charies Lind; Miss Nolan, Mary Currier 


YOURS” — Warners. 
From the story 

Directed by 
Merle Oberon; 
Irene Mal- 
Ralph Bel 


“AFFECTIONATELY 
Screen play by Edward Kaufman. 
by Fanya Foss and Aleen Leslie. 
Lloyd Bacon. Cast: Sue Mayberry, 
Richard Mayberry, Dennis Morgan; 
colm, Rita Hayworth; Owen Wright, 
lamy; Pasha, George Tobias; Chester Phillips 
James Gleason; Cynthia, Hattie McDaniel; Cullen, 
Jerome Cowan; Butterfly, Butterfly McQueen; 
Mrs. Snell, Renie Riano; Tom, Frank Wilcox; 
Miss Anderson, Grace Stafford; Anita, Carmen 
Morales; Blair, Murray Alper; Matthews, William 
Haade; Harmon, Pat Flaherty. 

“BILLY THE KID”’—M-G-M._ Screen play 
by Gene Fowler. Story by Howard Emmett Rogers 
and Bradbury Foote. Suggested by the book, ‘The 
Saga of Billy The Kid,’ by Walter Noble Burns. 
Directed by David Miller. Cast: Billy Bonney, 


Robert Tavlor; Jim Sherwood, Brian Donlevy; Eric 
Keating, Ian Hunter; Edith Keating, Mary How- 
ard; Dan Hickey, Gene Lockhart; “Spike” Hudson, 
Lon Chaney, Jr.; Tim Ward, Henry O'Neill; Ed 
Bronson, Guinn Williams; Sheriff, Cy Kendall; 
‘Busz’”’ Cobb, Ted Adams; Judge Blake, Frank 
Conlan; Pedro Gonzales, Frank Puglia; Bart 
Hedges, Mitchell Lewis; Kirby Claxton, Dick Cur- 
tis; Ed Shanahan, Grant Withers; Milton, Joe 
Yule; Jesse Martin, Earl Gunn; Pat Shanahan, 
Eddie Dunn; “Bat’’ Smithers, Carl Pitti; Thad 
Decker, Kermit Maynard. 

“BLACK CAT, THE’”—Universal. Original 


screen play by Robert Lees and Fred Rinaldo, Eric 
Taylor and Robert Neville. Suggested by the story 
by Edgar Allen Poe. Directed by Albert S. Rogell, 
Cast: Hartley, Basil Rathbone; Mr. Penny, Hugh 
Herbert: Hubert Smith, Brod Crawford; Eduardo, 
Bela Lugosi; Abigail Doone, Gale Sondergaard; 
Elaine Winslow, Anne Gwynne; Myrna Hartley, 
Gladys Cooper; Henrietta Winslow, Cecilia Loftus. 

“BLOOD AND SAND”—20th Century-Fox. 
Screen play by Jo Swerling. Based on the novel 
hy Vincente Blasco Ibanez. Directed by Rouben 
My amoulian Cast: Juan, Tyrone Power; Carmen 

Espinosa, Linda Darnell; Dona Sol, R'ta Hayworth; 
Senora Augustias, Nazimova; Manolo e Palma, 
Anthony Quinn; Garabato, j. Carrol Naish; El 
Nacional, John Carradine; Encarnation, Lynn Bari; 
Natalio Curro, Laird Cregar; Guitarist, Vicente 
Gomez; Don Jose Alvarez, Pedro De Cordoba; 
Pedro Espinosa Fortunio Bonanova; Priest, Victor 
Kilian; La Pulga, Michael Morris; Pablo Gomez, 
Charles Stevens; Carmen (as a child), Ann Todd; 
Encarnation (as a child), Cora Sue Collins; Mar- 
quis, Russell Hicks; E/ Milquetoast, Maurice Cass; 
Juan (as a child), Rex Downing; Francisco, John 
Wallace; Attendant, Albert Morin; Engineer, 
Harry Burns; Gac his, Jacqueline Dalya, Esther 
Estrella, and Cecilla Callejo. 


“CAUGHT IN THE DRAFT’—Paramount 
Original story and screen play by Harry Tugend. 
Directed by David Butler. Cast: Don Bolton, Bob 
Hope; Tony Fairbanks, Dorothy Lamour; Steve, 
Lynne Overman; Bert, Eddie Bracken; Col. Peter 
Fairbanks, Clarence Kolb; Sergeant Burns, Paul 
Hurst; Yetta, Ferike Boros; Margie, Phyllis Ruth; 
Cogswell, Irving Bacon; Director, Arthur Loft; 
Recruiting Sergeant, Edgar Dearing. 


“HER FIRST BEAU”’—Columbia. Screen play 
by Gladys Lehman and Karen DeWolf. Story 
by Florence Rverson and Colin Clements. Directed 
by Theodore Reed. Cast: Chuck Harris, Jackie 
Cooper; Penny Wood, Jane Withers; Milly Lou, 
Edith Fellows; Mrs. Wood, Josephine Hutchinson; 
Mervyn Roberts, William Tracy; Julie Harris 
Martha O'Driscoll; Elmer Tuttle, Edgar Buchanan; 


Casts of Current Pictures 











Effie, Una O’Connor; Mr. Harris. Jonathan Hale; 
Roger Van Vleck, Kenneth Howell; Dr. Wood, 
Addison Richards. 

“V’LL WAIT FOR YOU”’—M-G-M. Screen 


play by Guy Trosper. Based on a story by Mauri 
Grashin. Directed by Robert B. Sinclair. Cast: 
“Lucky” Wilson, Robert Sterling; Pauline Miller, 
Marsha Hunt; Lizzie Miller, Virginia Weidler; 
Lieutenant McFarley, Paul Kelly; Mrs. Miller, 
Fay Holden; Mr. Miller, Henry Travers; Sergeant 
Brent, Don Costello; Sally Travers, Carol Hughes; 
Tony Barolli, Reed Hadley; Dr. Anderson, Ben 
Weldon; Cassell, Theodor von Eltz; Lapagos, — 
Belasco; Al, Mitchell Lewis; “Butch’’, Joe Yule; 
Joe, Eddie Hart; Pete, Jerry Jerome; Napkin 
Counter, Steve Darrell; Driver, William Tannen. 


“IN THE NAVY”’—Universal. 
Arthur T. Horman and John Grant. 
by Arthur T. Horman. Directed by Arthur Lubin. 
Cast: Smokey Adams, Bud Abbott; Pomeroy Wat- 
son; Lou Costello; Tommy Halstead, Dick Powell; 
Dorothy Roberts, Claire Dodd; Patty, Maxene, La- 
Verne, The Andrews Sisters; Dynamite Dugan, 
Dick Foran; Butch, Billy Lenhart; Buddy, Ken 
neth Brown; Dizzy, Shemp Howard. Dance spec- 
ialties by The Condos Brothers. 


“LADY FROM LOUISIANA” — Republic 
Screen play by Vera Caspary, Michael Hogan and 
Guy Endore. Original story by Edward James and 
Froncie Faragoh. Directed by Bernard Vorhaus 

Cast: John Reynolds, John Wayne; Julie Mirbeau, 

Ona Munson; Blackie Williams, Ray Middleton; 
General Mirbeau, Henry Stephenson; Mrs. Brunot, 
Helen Westley; Cuffy, Jack Fennick; Felice, Doro 
thy Dandridge; Gaston, Shimen Ruskin; Pearl, 
Jacqueline Dalya; Judge Wilson, Paul Scardon; 
Senator Cassidy, Major James H. Macnamara; 
Littlefield, James C. Morton; Edwards, Maurice 
Costello. 


“LOVE CRAZY”’—M-G-M Screen play by 
William Ludwig, C harles Lederer and David Hertz 
Original story by David Hertz and William _ 


Screen play by 
Original story 


wig. Directed by Jack Conway. Cast: Stev 
Ireland, William Powell; Susan Ireland, Myrna 
Loy: Isobel Grayson, Gail Patrick; Ward Wil 


loughby, Jack Carson; Mrs. Cooper, Florence Bates; 


George Renny, Sidney Blackner; Dr. Wuthering, 
Sig Rumann; Dr. Klugle, Vladimir Sokoloff; ‘‘Pin- 
Ry’ Grayson, Donald MacBride; Cecilia Landis 
Sara Haden; Mrs. Bristol, Kathleen Lockhart; 


Martha, Fern Emmett; Judge, Joseph Crehan; De 
Vest, George Meeker; Robert, Clarence Muse; 
Elevator Boy, Elisha Cook, Jr. 


“MEN OF THE TIMBERLAND”—Universal. 
Screen play by Maurice Tombragel and Griffin Jay. 
Original story by Paul Jarrico. Directed by John 
Rawlins. Cast: Dick, Richard Arlen; Andy, Andy 
Devine; Kay, Linda Hayes: Jean, Francis McDon- 
ald; MacGregor, Willard Robertson; Lucky, Paul 
E. Burns; Tex, Gaylord Pendleton; Dudley, Hardie 
Albright; Withers, Roy Harris; Ranger, John 
Ellis. 


“MILLION DOLLAR BABY” — Warners 
Screen ag A by Casey Robinson, Richard Macaulay 
and Jerry Wald. From a story by Leonard Spigel 
Directed by Curtis Bernhardt. Cast: Pamela 


gass. 

McAllister, Priscilla Lane; James Amory, Jeffrey 
Lynn; Peter Rowan, Ronald Reagan; ‘Cornelia 
Wheelwright, May Robson; Josie La Rue, Lee 
Patrick; Mrs. Galloway, Helen Westley; Marlin, 
George Barbier; Flo, Nan Wynn; Dr. Patterson, 
John Qualen; Mr. Simpson, Walter Catlett; Mrs. 
Grayson, Fay Helm; George. Richard Carle; Ollie 


Ward, John Ridgely; Diana Bennet, Maris Wrixon; 
Callahan, James Burke; Parkinson, Charles Halton; 
Alvie Grayson, John Sheffield. 


“NAVAL ACADEMY’”—Columbia. Original 
screen play by David Silverstein and Gordon Rigby. 
Based upon a story by Robert James Cosgriff. Di 
rected by Erle C. Kenton. Cast: Steve Kendall, 
Freddie Bartholomew; Tommy Blake, Jimmy Ly- 
don; Dick Brewster, Billy Cook; Captain Davis, 
Pierre Watkin; Lieutenant Brackett, Warren Ashe; 
Jimmy Henderson, Douglas Scott; Ray Cameron, 
Warren Llovd; Matt Cooper, James Butler; Bill 
Foster, Joe Brown, Jr.; Fred Batley, David Durand; 
Joey Martin, Tommy Bupp; John Frazier, Johr 
Dilson; C P. O. Caldwell, William Blees. 








To all Olivia de Havilland and Joan Fontaine fans! 
Don't 
“SISTER ACT” 


The never-before-told dramatic 
of the screen's two most famous sisters 


IN NEXT MONTH'S ISSUE 


miss 


story 








PHOTOPLAY combined with MOVIE MIRROR 

















MOTHERS! send for 
OUR BABY HELPS 


A dozen helpful booklets of 
time-saving and health-building 
advice on infant care. 





300 Names For Your Baby 

The First Five Years 

How to Travel With Baby 
Convalescent Child 

Rainy Day Fun 

Bathing Baby 

What Shall | Buy Before Baby 


Comes 
Helping Your Child to Help 
Himself 
How to Take Good Baby Pic- 
tures 
Books, Stories & Poems That 


Appeal to Children 

Time Saving Ways to do Baby's 
Laundry 

Ten Commandments 
for Good Child Training 











All 12 are yours for only 10c. 
Wrap stamps or coin securely, 
and tell number and ages of 
your children. Address: 


Reader Service, Dept. PH-088 


MOVIE MIRROR 


205 East 42nd Street, 
New York, N. Y. 








“MINE IS THE POWER" 


—A simple, unfailing way by which unusual 

ability and happiness may be assured. $1.00. 

Cakes Range, 624 Brandeis Theatre Bidg., 
Nebraska. 


Y 








Lastly Earned Spare hours 


SELL NEW CHRISTMAS CARDS 
It’s easy—just show friends, others these big 
valuePersonal Chris‘ ame, 
60 for$1. Make quick 








rds, withn 
rofits. Also. sell —— 


CARDS 

bored 1 Your profit Boe. 14 aa tee 
our_pro money- ers— 

NAME Weave Etchings, etc. No —— needed. 


‘or samples on ap) wh 
JOHN A, HERTEL CO., 305 W Adams St. Dent 


) yey NATURAL TONE@® 


¢ ENLARGEMENT 


only 29c plus stage; 2 for only 
7c. Just send this ad with any 
photo. Send No tee but ~~ on 


oF REE 


New York Art Service, 5800 Mosholu Ave., New York City 


PSORIASIS 


SCALY SKIN TROUBLE) 


DERMOIL 


Prove it yourself no matter 

how | you have suffered 

or what you have tried. 

Ss Beautiful book on Pso- 
wie He) \> riasis and Dermoil with 
amazing true ph 


; suite sis’ Fae 
imo 
non- andy do Dermoil. ne at GENEROUS 


znousents ¢ for scaly - 
ts on or scalp. 

Grateful a4 often after 

e 


Chicago, mM. 



















SUFFERERS 
FROM 


MAKE THE ONE 


Don’t mista! 

for the 7 ~~ oe ty 
embarrassing scaly s 
disease Psoriasis. ‘Apply 


, 
and they enjoyed the thri cs a 
clear skin again. Dermoil ' used by many doctors and is 
backed by a positive agreement to give *aeanite benefit in 
2 weeks or money is refunded without question. Generous 
trial bottle sent FREE to those who send in wg as 
e and address. Make our famous ‘ = 
Write today for — test bottle. 
Don’t Cate & 4 
LAKE BORATOR Es 
Dept. 2204, Detroit, “Mich 


self. 
Results may surp 

and Walg ae Drug } stores 
547, Northwestern Station, 


AuGUST, 1941 ‘ 





“ONE NIGHT IN LISBON”’—Paramount. 
Screen play by Virginia Van Upp. Based on a 
oe by John Van Druten. Directed by Edward 

Griffith. Cast: Leonora Perrycoste, Madeleine 
Carroll; Dwight Houston, Fred MacMurray; Cathe- 
rine Enfilden, Billie Burke; Peter Walmsley, John 
Loder; Florence, Dame May Whitty; Gerry Hous- 
a Patricia Morison; Sausalito Joe, Akim Tami- 
roff. 


“PEOPLE VS. DR. KILDARE, THE’— 
M-G-M. Screen play by Willis Goldbeck and 
Harry Ruskin. Based on an original story by 
Lawrence P. Bachmann and Max Brand. Directed 
by Harold S. Bucquet. Cast: Dr. James Kildare, 
Lew Ayres; Dr. Leonard Gillespie, Lionel Barry- 
more; Mary Lamont, Laraine Day; Frances Mar- 
lowe, Bonita Granville; Molly Byrd, Alma Kruger; 
Vernon Briggs, Red Skelton; Mr. Reynolds, Paul 
Stanton; Fay Lennox, Diana Lewis; Dr. Walter 
Carew, Walter Kingsford; Nurse Parker, Nell 
Craig; Mr. Channing, Tom Conway; Sally, Marie 
Blake; Clifford Genet, Eddie Acuff; Conover, 
George H. Reeed; Dan Morton, Chick Chandler; 
Mike Ryan, Frank Orth; Maisie, Gladys Blake. 

“ROAR OF THE PRESS” — Monogram. 
Screen play by Albert Duffy. Original story by Al 
Bloch. Directeed by Phil Rosen. Cast: Wally Wii- 
liams, Wallace Ford; Alice Williams, Jean Parker; 
Gorden Macewen, Jed Prouty; Angela Brooks, Su- 
zanne Kaaren; Harry Brooks, Harlan Tucker; 
Louis Detmar, Robert Frazer; Robert “ered John 
Howland; Starrow McGraun, Paul Fix 


“ROOKIES ON PARADE’’—Republic. Screen 
play by Karl Brown, Jack Townley and Milt 
Gross. Original story by Sammy Cahn and Saul 
Chaplin. Directed by Joseph Santley. Cast: Duke 
Wilson, Bob Crosby; Lois Rogers, Ruth Terry; 
Marilyn Fenton, Getrude Niesen; Cliff Dugan, 
Eddie Foy, Jr.; Kitty Mulloy, Marie Wilson; Joe 
Martin, Cliff Nazarro; Mike Brady, William Dema- 
rest; Augustus Moody, Sidney Blackmer; Tiger 
Brannigan, Horace MacMahon; Bob Madison, 
William Wright; Tommy, Jimmy Alexander; 
Harry Haxom, Louis Da Pon; Bill, Bill Shirley. 


“SCATTERGOOD PULLS THE STRINGS”— 


RKO-Radio. Screen play by Christy Cabanne, 
Bernard Schubert and John Kraft. From the 
stories by Clarence Budington Kelland. Directed 


by Christy Cabanne. Cast: Scattergood Baines, 
Guy Kibbee; Jimmy Jordan, Bobs Watson; Ruth, 
Susan Peters; Urban Downs, James Corner; 


Mirandy, Emma Dunn; Pliny Pickett, Dink Trout; 


Hipp, Paul White; Homer Savage, Gordon Hartj, 


Clara Potts, Fern Emmett; Ed, Lasses White; Bes 
Mott, Monte Blue; Emperor, Rex; Squire, Carl 
Stockdale. 


“SHE KNEW ALL THE ANSWERS’’—Co- 
lumbia. Screen play by Harry Segall, Kenneth 
Earl and Curtis Kenyon. Based on the story by 
Jane Allen. Directed by Richard Wallace. Cast: 
Gloria Winters, Joan Bennett; Mark Willows, 
Franchot Tone; Randy Bradford, John Hubbard; 
Saliy Long, Eve Arden; Benny, William Tracy; 
George Wharton, Pierre Watkin; Elaine W ingate, 
Almira Sessions; ke O, Sutton, Thurston Hall; 
Ogleby, Grady Sutton. 


“SHINING VICTORY’—Warners. Screen 
play by Howard Koch and Anne Froelick. From a 
play by A. J. Cronin. Directed by Irving Rapper. 
Cast: Dr. Paul Venner, James Stephenson; Dr. 
Mary Murray, Geraldine Fitzgerald; Dr. Drewett, 
Donald Crisp; Miss Leeming, Barbara O’ Neil; Dr. 
Blake, Montagu Love; Professor Hermann Von 
Reiter, Sig Ruman; Dr. Thornton, George P. 
Huntley, | > Dr. Hale, Richard Ainley; Dr. 
Bentley, Bruce Lester; Foster, Leonard Mudie; 
Mrs. Foster, Doris Lloyd; Dr. Esterhazy, Frank 
Reicher; Miss Hoffman, Hermine Sterler; Chivers, 
Billy Devan; Miss Dennis, Clare Verdera; Dr. 
Corliss, Crawford Kent; Jeweler, Alec Craig. 


“SUNNY’’—RKO-Radio. Screen play by Sig 
Herzig. From the musical comedy “Sunny.” Di- 
rected by Herbert Wilcox. Cast: Sunny Sullivan, 
Anna Neagle; Bunny Billings, Ray Bolger; Larry 
Warren, John Carroll; enry Bates, Edward 
Everett Horton; Juliet Runnymede, Grace Hart- 
man; Egghead, Paul Hartman; Elisabeth Warren, 
Frieda Inescort; Aunt Barbara, Helen Westley; 
Maj. Montgomery Sloan, Benny Rubin; Muggins, 
Muggins Davies; Reporter, Richard Lane; Queen 
of Hearts, Martha Tilton. 


“TIME OUT FOR RHYTHM”—Columbia. 
Screen play by Edmund L. Hartmann and Bert 
Lawrence. Story by Bert Granet. Based upon a 
play by Alex Ruben. Directed by Sidney Salkow. 
Cast: Daniel Collins, Rudy Vallee; Kitty Brown, 
Ann Miller; Frances Lewis, Rosemary Lane; Of- 
Beat Davis, Allen Jenkins; Joan Merrill, Herself; 
Mike Armstrong, Richard Lane; James Anderson, 
Stanley Andrews; The Three Stooges; Brenda 
& Cobina; Six Hits and a Miss; Eddie Durant’s 
Rhumba Orchestra; Glen Gray and His 
Band. 


“TOO MANY BLONDES”—Universal. Screen 
play by Maxwell Shane and Louis S. Kaye. Original 
story by Maxwell Shane. Directed by Thornton 
Freeland. Cast: Dick Kerrigan, Rudy Vallee; 
Virginia Kerrigan, Helen Parrish; Marvin Gimble, 
Lon Chaney, Jr.; Ww ally Pelton, Eddie Quillan; Ted 
Bronson, Jerome Cowan; Hortense, Iris Adrian; 
Hotel Manager, Edgar Kennedy. 


Casa Loma 














IMPROVED CAKE MASCARA! 








@ Special Spiral Brush darkens 
all sides of your lashes—curls 
them automatically! 


© Smart new “lipstick” metal case 
holds hollow tube of Mascara. 


@®An unusually generous 
amount, de luxe quality. 


@ Tearproof—non-smarting. 


Modern Eyes Mascara 


If your 5 & 10c store has not yet 

10c received ““Modern Eyes,” senda 
dime and 2c stamp for mailing. 

MODERN COSMETICS, INC, 
Distributors, Dept. L-30 


75 East Wacker Drive, Chicago 





‘Trade-mark **Modern Eyes” Reg. U. 8. Pat. Off. 





WOMEN MUST SPARKLE! 


Attract men’s attention—women’s envy with 
dazzling fiery ZIRCON diamonds imported 
from exotic Siam. Rare beauty. So effective. 
80 inexpensive. See this FREE booklet. 


KIMBERLY GEM CO., Dept. B4, 503 Sth Ave. N.Y C 





LEARN AT HOME IN YOUR SPARE 
ts are capable of earning $30, 
our practical og RT, >" 


7a e 
ae: by step we teach you cOoM 
ILLUSTRATING and CART SONING. si in ONE 
E | 


complete course. FR 


& Profit” deseribe ini i +[-4 
ure + S tra and — un- 
ities in art. No gation. Sta 


STUDIO 18, ‘WASHINGTON “SCHOOL OF ART 
i115—I5th ST., N. W., WASHINGTON, D. C. 

































a iJ 
= OF F E 
ELGIN 
WALTHAM 
ILLINOIS pc 


LATEST axed 1948 ri ~4 YOUR CHOICE of Jeweled Elgin, Waltham 
or Illinois wrist watch. New styled size 0 
case. Reconstructed movement. Accur: 
guaranteed. Given with every Simulat 
Diamond ring when ordered and paid for 
/ Yy on our purchase privilege plan. Payments: 
\\\ {1 | VA $3.50 down, within 20 days after arrival, at 
AZ your post office. Balance of $3.50 anytime 
| within @ year (total only $7.00). Remember, 
the cost of watch is included in price of the 
ring. Extra surprise free gift enclosed for 
promptness. Send NO money with order. 
Just rush name, address, ring size. It comes 
by return mail in special gift box, postpei 


A. KENDALL, JEWELERS 
Topeka, Kansas Dept. WG-81 


Earn °25 a week 


AS ATRAINED - 
PRACTICAL NURSE! 


Practical purses are always needed! Learn at home 
in your spare time as thousands of men and women 
—18 to 60 years of age—have done through CHICAGO 
SCHOOL OF NURSING. Easy-to-understand lessons 
endorsed by physicians. One graduate has charge 
of 10-bed hospital. Nurse Cromer, of Lowa, now rung 
ber own nursing home. Others prefer to earn $2.5C 
to $5.00 a day in private practice. 

YOU CAN EARN WHILE YOU LEARN! 
Mrs. B. C., of Texas, earned $474.25 while taking 
course. Mrs. 8. E. P. started on her first case after 
her 7th lesson; in 14 months she earned $1900! 
You, too, can earn good mone make new friends. 
High school not ded. 
Easy payments. 42nd year. ‘sent coupon now! 


CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING 

















Dept. 188, 100 East Ohio Street, Chicago, Ill. 

Please send free booklet and 16 sample lesson pages. 
Name. Age 
City. — — ae 
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You Can't Print That about Hollywood! 


The guests caught their breaths. One 
“friend” rushed down to the bar and said 
to Jim, “You’d better come and see 
what’s going on upstairs!” Jim went up, 
and pulled his wife away from the party 
by her beautiful hair. 

The next day, Barbara left home. A 
few weeks later, they were divorced, and 
the whole nation read of it with surprise 
over the breakfast coffee cups. Surprise, 
because no breath of scandal had ever 
touched either Jim or Barbara. They 
were supposed to be one of the few 
Very Happy Couples. 

But you can’t print that. Those things 
happen in Oskaloosa, too, but people 
would never think of that. People would 
just say, “Well, there’s Hollywood for 
you.” And it isn’t. 


jSAMIE is the kind of girl you expect 
to know all the answers. For years 
she was the screen’s foremost exponent 
of the good-natured, wisecracking, flip, 
glib, now-I'll-tell-one type of celluloid 
heroine. She won’t see thirty again, and 
although she’s smart and attractive, she’s 
far from beautiful. And she’s much too 
hail-fellow-well-met to be anybody’s 
Dream Girl. 

She should have known better, but 
three years ago Jeanie fell madly in love 
with a young business executive, and 
she wore her heart on her sleeve to the 
tune of headlines and romantic inter- 
views in the fan magazines. Dick—the 
object of her affections—was so dazzled 
by the publicity and the reflected glory 
that he led Jeanie to believe he cared 
much more than he really did. 

When he visited Jeanie on the Coast, 
she introduced him to everybody who 
was Anybody—and partly because they 
adored Jeanie, partly because Dick was 
good-looking and a nice fellow, every- 
body took him up socially. He had a 
wonderful time, and the columns kept 
predicting wedding bells for him and 
Jeanie. 

Then the inevitable happened. Dick, 
who loved the glamour of it all, met one 
of the most glamorous stars of all—let’s 
call her Eve. Eve was everything Jeanie 
was not. She was beautiful, dreamy, wist- 
ful, and clinging. Dick fell madly in love 
with her. Their wedding was one of the 
most elegant ever to take place on the 
West Coast. 

Poor Jeanie was so stunned by this 
sudden switch in events that she turned 
her back on her career in pictures and 
went to New York to forget. Before long, 
she had captured the star part in a 
Broadway show. 

But she threw herself into her work 
with such a vengeance that she seemed 
to be on the verge of a collapse. The 
press agent of her show summoned a 
doctor to attend her—a nice friendly 
fellow named Dr. Smith. The doctor 
treated Jeanie, nursed her back to health, 
fell in love with her—and, to provide the 
happy ending, married her. 

But you can’t print that. Dr. Smith 
knows he cured Jeanie’s physical ail- 
ments. He’s not aware that he mended 
a broken heart, too! 


FEW years ago Red was one of our 
best known amateur sportsmen, a 
lad whose chief weakness was dice. 
Red’s losses over the gambling tables 
mounted into thousands of dollars every 
year, and he was constantly looking 
around for new sources of income so he 
could pay his debts. 
One day Ronald, a movie producer, 
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(Continued from page 29) 


offered him a film contract at close to 
$2,000 a week. Naturally Red grabbed 
at it. And equally naturally, the night be- 
fore he was to leave for the Coast he 
visited a gambling room over in New 
Jersey and wound up $14,000 in the red. 

Jerry, who ran the gaming place, was 
known to be a bad boy when it came to 
handling welshers, but Red gave him 
some fast talk. He explained that he was 
heading for Hollywood the next day and 
would mail back a thousand dollars a 
week until the debt was paid. 

After a month in Hollywood, Red found 
he was unable to pay even the first in- 
stallment, thanks to a couple of Los An- 
geles dice games he had discovered. 
Jerry, furious by now, decided not to 
wait any longer. He flew to the Coast 
oo to collect or pass out a bit of 
lead. 

After some searching he located Red at 
a smart country club, where Red was 
playing poker with Ronald, his producer, 
and three other famous cinema biggies. 
When he saw Jerry, he excused himself 
from the game, pulled the gambler into 
a quiet corner, and began to unwind a 
long series of excuses. 


Revolutionary fashion in Hollywood: 
Paulette Goddard's evening shorts 


Jerry wasn’t listening. “Who else is 
sitting in on that game?” he asked. Red 
named the players and pointed each out. 

“Well, look,” bargained Jerry. “I need 
some fast cash. None of these guys know 
me, so introduce me as a society pal from 
the East—I can get away with it. I'll do 
some fast dealing, and if I can knock 
off twenty thousand in the game we'll 
forget what you owe me.” 

Red agreed. Jerry sat in and started 
to use all the little tricks so easy for a 
professional gambler. It was easy to get 
the stakes raised, and within two hours 
he was ahead $110,000, with Red and his 
boss, Ronald, still even, and the losses 
split among Ed, Dave and Abe, the other 
players. 

That night Ronald summoned Red to 
his home. “That was a pretty dirty thing 
you did this afternoon—ringing in a pro- 
fessional card shark to take us,” he said. 

Red, flustered, protested, but Ronald 
brushed off his explanations. “In a way,” 


W. F. HALL PRINTING CO, 





Ronald said, “you did me a favor. Ed is 
short of ready cash, and he was cleaned 
out today. So now I can buy my way 
into his studio, along with Abe and Dave. 
I'm really not mad. But don’t think I 
like what you did. You're finished in 
Hollywood as soon as you finish your 
picture.” 

Red figured he’d been let off easy. He 
was egotistic enough to think that once 
his picture had been released he’d be in 
demand at every other studio in Holly- 
wood. But he reckoned without Ronald’s 
contempt for him. Ronald released the 
picture—but before he did, he cut every 
good scene Red had played, and it was 
one of the year’s worst turkeys. 

Red never made another picture. But 
Ronald made plenty. He’s now one of 
the industry’s greatest producers. 

Still, you can’t print that. It would 
shock the more upright members of the 
movie colony, who wouldn’t consider it 
cricket for a lad—even a genius—to step 
into power because a friend had gone for 
a sleighride in a poker game. They might 
start snubbing Ronald, and he couldn’t 
bear that. Because Ronald is a social 
climber. That’s why he hired Red in the 
first place! 


ITA’S fortune lies in her face and her 

form. On the screen she’s a femme 

fatale, and when she kisses her celluloid 
sweethearts, brother, they stay kissed. 

If you read the columns, you know that 
Lita has as many romances off screen as 
she has in pictures. In fact, a casual 
glance at the record would lead a gulli- 
ble soul to guess that Lita makes Cleo- 
patra look like a wallflower. 

Well, newspaper chroniclers are kinder 
than you might suspect. Sometimes they 
choose not to print all they know, if the 
information isn’t too important and if it 
would hurt someone’s career. And there- 
by hangs Lita’s tale... . 

Lita was married to a husband she 
loved dearly, and she was thinking of 
quitting the screen and settling down to 
have a family when suddenly something 
happened. She and her husband were 
divorced, and before many months had 
passed he married a beautiful non-pro- 
fessional girl. 

Lita fell in love then with a handsome 
orchestra leader who looked a lot like 
her ex-husband. This, she thought, was 
real. This would last. But it didn’t. It 
was over before you could say, “What, 
again!” and a few weeks later the band- 
leader married a lovely blonde. 

After a bit of torch-carrying, Lita 
fastened her heart onto her new leading 
man. He was charming, handsome, de- 
voted. Everyone predicted they’d be 
married—you could see the lovelight in 
their eyes, couldn’t you? Well, you could 
see it in Lita’s. Not so brightly in the 
actor’s. And after breaking it very gently 
to Lita, he eloped with another sweet- 
heart. 

As we go to press, Lita’s in love again. 
This time it’s a lad in the producing end 
of the business—a lad who was just jilted 
by a prominent star. He met Lita just 
after she’d been jilted, too, and they’ve 
decided they can forget with each other. 
Oh, it’s a romance all right—but not 
exactly the kind Lita’s fan club imagines. 

But you can’t print that. Every school- 
girl in the country thinks Lita is a per- 
fumed killer-diller, eligible for honorary 
membership in the Northwest Mounted 
Police. They'd never again believe her 
scenarios if they knew that actually, Lita 
is just another girl who’s unlucky in love. 


PHOTOPLAY combined with MOVIE MIRROR 





Photoplay-Movie Mirror Readers Given 
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ENLARGEMENT 


Just to Get Acquaint- 

| ed We Will Beautifully 

')/ Enlarge Your Favorite 

| Snapshot, Photo, Kodak 

Picture, Print or Nega- 

tive, to 5x7 Inches Abso- 
lutely FREE! 


Everyone admires pictures in natural 

*}] colors because the surroundings and loved 
J] ones are so true to life, just the way they 
looked when the pictures were taken, so 
we want you to know also about our gor- 
geous colored enlargements. Think of hav- 
ing that small picture or snapshot of 
mother, father, sister or brother, children or 
others near and dear to you enlarged to 5 
by 7 inch size so that the details and features 
you love are more lifelike and natural! 





Over one million men and women 
have sent us their favorite snapshots 
and pictures for enlarging. Thousands 
write us how much they also enjoy 
their remarkably true-to-life, natural 
colored enlargements we have _ sent 
them in handsome black and gold or 
ivory and gold frames. They tell us 
that their hand-colored enlargements 
have living beauty, sparkle and life. 


You are now given a wonderful oppor- 

tunity to receive a beautiful enlargement 

of your cherished snapshot, photo or kodak 

picture FREE. Look over your pictures 

now and send us your favorite snapshot, 

photo or kodak picture (print or negative) 

and receive your beautiful free enlargement. Please include the 
color of hair and eyes for prompt information on a second enlarge- 
ment beautifully hand tinted in natural, lifelike oil colors and 
placed in a handsome free frame to set on the piano, table or 
dresser. Your original is returned with your enlargement (10c for 
return mailing appreciated). This free enlargement offer is our 
way of getting acquainted and letting you know the quality of our 
work. Just send the coupon with your favorite snapshot, print or 
negative right away, as this free enlargement offer is limited. Write 


DEAN STUDIOS, Dept. 557, 118 No. 15th, Omaha, Nebr. 
ee ae Ge ar OO ee ee a oe Oe aE ewe a= aa eee a= inne 
Enclose this coupon with your favorite snapshot, picture, 

I print or negative and send to Dean Studios, Dept. 557, 118 


i No. 15th, Omaha, Nebr. 
| Color of Hair 


| Name 


| Address 


City 


L 





@ Actual color photograph of tohacco hanging inside curing barn Ray Oglesby inspects a 
leaf of fine, light tobacco, before aging. 


P(g lec wise 


“to get lighter, milder leaf like this!“ says Ray 
Oglesby, tobacco auctioneer of Winterville, N. G. 


- ISTEN to the bidding at most any tobacco auction 
and you'll see right fast that Luckies pay 


higher prices to get the finer, lighter leaf. Like any 
smoker, that’s the tobacco I want—so naturally, | 
choose Luckies for my own enjoyment!” 

Yes, Luckies pay higher prices to get the finer, 
the lighter, the naturally milder tobaccos. No wonder 
that with independent tobacco experts—-auctioneers, 
buyers and warehousemen—Luckies are the 2 to 1 
favorite over all other brands combined. So smoke 
the smoke tobacco experts smoke. Next time, ask 
for Lucky Strike! 


WITH MEN WHO KNOW TOBACCO 
BEST— IT’S LUCKIES 2 TO1 





Copyright 1841. The American Tobacco Company 





